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WE HAVE PARTED. 

Wb have parted, but still in my bosom there linger 
A thought, a reniembranco, a prayer it would breathe ; 

They come like the shadows that greet us at twilight, 
The smiles of the sun on the bosom of eve. 

At times I forgot thee, and like the freed songster, 
I sing in my rapture some wild blended strain ; 

But ah ! ere its echo has died in the dintance. 
Some object recalls me to reason again. 

A sigh bursting forth from the soul's deep emotion, 
* A tear gashing up frt)m the heart's burning well, 
A flower that you love smiling sweetly upon mo, 
Awakens more anguish than language can tell. 

Farted ! say that it is but a fancy, 

A phantom that flits through my half-maddened brain, 
A spirit of darkness that whispers in envy 

That we who have loved are a» strangers again !- 

O that some pitying angel would show thee 
The tears of repentance I've shod o'er the past. 

That thou might' st receive ine again to thy bosom, 
To tell me that all was forgiven at lost! 

There may come a moment, a time in which sorrow 
Shall enter thy breast, sweeping pleasure away ; 

And then with what anguish tliy memory will ponder 
The prayer I have uttered for mercy to-day. 

How oold must the heart be that heaves not to pity. 
When, tears of the contrite are seeking its smile ; 

How dead to compassion the soul turning coldly 
Away from a brother confcsaing bin ci'ime. 

11 



12 LOVE POEMS. 

Farewell ! there is sadness attending its utterance, 
No hearts that have breathed it in love meet again ; 

But where it is lisped by the being deserted, 

Ah.! where are there thrills of such exquisite pain? 

Farewell I and may Heaven's good angels protect thee ! 

May thy dark eyes ne'er shine through a grief-started tea 
Save those which will flow as ye muse in lone sadness 

On an hour that you named as one that was dear. 
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WHY SHOULD YOU NOT BELIEVE ME ? 

Why should you not believe me ? 

Why should I swear again ? 
Why should you, dear, thus tease me, 

Increasing but my pain ? 
Thou knowest that I love thee. 

Yea, love thee fondly too : 
Thou peerless winsome charmer, 

I ne'er can love but you. 

By all my stolen glances, 

Fresh burning from the heart, 
By all the burning tear-drops 

Which to my eyelids start ; 
By all my bitter sighings, 

By all my hope and fear, 
My thoughts are of thee, dearest, 

Of thee, of thee, my dear. 

Why, even when I stray, love. 

My thoughts to thee belong ; 
I always lisp thy praise, love, 

In one continued song. 
My mind is ever wandering, 

My heart is ever free ; 
Sleeping, waking, all my thoughts 

Axe centred upon thee. 

Then, cease, my love, to doubt mc, 

Let fEdth its hght impart *, 
And shed its rays around thee. 

And soothe thy doubting lieart 
For thou knowest that I love thee, 

Yea, love thee fondly too ; 
And there is not another 

I e'er can love but you. 
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STANZAS. 

0, BID me seek eome traddeas sea, 
Where winds and waves are roaming free ; 
With no green isle to bud and bloom, 
No sunlight mid the tempest's gloom ! 
And where no minbow hues are hun{;, 

To cheer my lone distracted heart ; 
But ah ! let not my soul be wrung, 

To think we must for ever part. 

No, not for ever ! though I go 
Where tower th' eternal hills of snow, 
Where no rich gleam has ever smiled 
Mid the dark forest's trackless wild — 
'Twill be with joy, if I can think 

That once again thy angel tone, 
WiU by its magic sweetness link, 

My being's music to thine own I 

Though grief awhile may dim the wreath 
In which the sweetest roses breathe, 
Yet hope's own star with pleasant ray, 
Can dash the southern dews away. 
Then toll me not that all our love. 

Though shaded now by mist and tearsy 
Must fade — since mildly shines above 

A beam to gild our future years. 



TRUE LOVE. 

T&XTB love is like the damask rose, 
The same in life and death ; 

In bloom it scents its native air — 
Sweet is its dying breath. 

True love is like the lucid beam 
That o'er the diamond plays ; 

As sparkling on the shroud of night. 
As in the noontide blaze. 

J[tu& love is like the silver stream, 
Which sometimes hides in eartb ; 
As pnre it rolls through sunless cells, 
Am when it leaped to the earth. 
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Tme love is like the star that chants 

On high its joyons hymn ; 
Nor less its gloiy when it sinks 

Below its darkling rim. 

Tme love is like all precions things, 
Which flow, and gleam, and thrive, 

Yet good, and strong, and firm, the storm 
Of fitful time survive. 



SONG. 



Ask not from me the sportive jest. 
The mirthful jihe, the gay reflection ; 

These social baubles fly the breast 
That owns the sway of pale Dejection. 

Ask not from me the changing smile, 
Hope's sunny glow, Joy's glittering token ; 

It can not now my griefs beguile — 
My soul is dark, my heart is broken ! 

"Wit can not cheat my heart of woe, 

Flattery wakes no exultation. 
And Fancy's fiash but serves to show 

The darkness of my desolation. 

By me no more in masking guise 
Shall thoughtless repartee be spoken ; 

My mind a hopeless ruin lies — 
My soul is dark, my heart is broken ! 



A NAME IN THE SAND. 

AxoNE I walked on the ocean strand ; 
A pearly shell was in my hand : 
I stoox)ed and wrote upon the sand 

My name — ^the year — ^the day. 
As onward from the spot I passed, 
One lingering look behind I cast : 
A wave came rolling high and fiist, 

Aad washed my lines away. 
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And lU), ini)th()UKht) 'twill Hhortly bo 
With ovory iiuirk on mrth from mo : 
A WBvo of dark Oblivion'H mn 

Will HWCN))) finroM thn plnoo, 
Whnro I havo tnnl tint windy nhoro 
Of Timo, and bo^ni t) bo no nions 
Of mo—my day — Uio namo I lK>ro, 

To loavo nor track nor traoo. 

And yot, with Iliin who oountu the Handle 
And holds the watem in hiN handMi 
I know a laiting ruoord standHf 

InNoribod aKaiunt my namo. 
Of all thin lutyrtal part han wrouf^ht ; 
Of all iliin tliinkinfc notil han thouKht ; 
And fW)m thcNto flootinfc nioruonti oaugbt 

Fur tflury or fur ihiuuo. 



THB KOBE. 

'TWAS not tho robo of Ktato 
Which tho high and tlio haughty woar, 
That my btiRy luind, m tho lamp buruud latOf 
Was hattoning to pmpars. 

It had no olaup of fcnld. 
No dtamtmd daxMlhiff blaKo, 
For tho foMtivo board ; nor tho graooful fold 
To float in tho danoc*! maxo. 

'Twaii not to wrap tho bn^aiit 
With gladnoHR, light and warm ; 
For tho brido'R attiro— tho Joyoiw guoit, 
Nor to olutho tho ■ufforur's furm. 

'Twft« not tho ffarb of woo, 
Wo woar o'er an aching hoarti 
Whon our eyos with bittur iriirs o'orflow. 
And our dearoHt onoM dopart. 

'TwaM ttiat wo all munt boar 
To the cold, tho lonoly bud I 
'Twai the vpotlois unifonn thoy woar 
In tho ohambon of tho dead t 
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I saw the fair yoimg maid 
In the snowy vesture drest ; 
So pure, she looked as one arrayed 
For the mansions of the blest. 

A smile had left its trace 
On her lip at the parting breath, 
And the beauty in that lovely feuje 
Was fixed with the seal of death ! 



LOVE. 



Love — it is the the gift of heaven ; 

Like the rose, how sweet its bloom; 
And where'er is felt its presence, 

There it dissipates each gloom. 
And the heart that loveth truly, 

In its first affection, pure, 
Shall, as long as life continues^ 

Find its happiness endure. 

Pleasures round us brightly hover, 

Joys, like flowers, sweetly bloom ; 
But how oft the scenes we cherish 

Flit away into the tomb ! 
But, though all things else may wither. 

Though death stamp them with decay. 
Still, there's kindly 1^ unto us 

That which shall not fade away. 

Love it is, when all else &ils us. 

Gently soothes each troubled breast ; 
E'en in sorrow's darksome hour 

Yielding calm and peaceful rest. 
May this angel ever dieer us 

In our journey day by day ; 
And when death's dark moments near us, 

Gently bear our souls away. 



LINES TO AN ABSENT LOVER. 

I THINK of thee at the dose of day. 
When fading is the sun's last ray. 
And falling £eist the evening dew. 
There's nought around I miss but you. 
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O then I love to think of thoe, 
When the hreose avrays the tryiiting tree ; 
There, in the old well-loved retreat, 
Where lovers oft-times sought to meet. 

'Twas there on many a summer's evo, 
Wneaths of wild flowers we did woavo ; 
'Tis sad to think we meet no more, 
Beneath that dear old sycamore. 

Our parting do you e^er regret ? 
But, perchance, a fairer one you've mot 
Who more than takes the place of mo. 
But can she be so true to Uiee ? 

And sometimes yet of a twilight bright^ 
I steal away from out of sight. 
To the little seat in yonder gprove,. 
Where last you whispered vows of love. 

You told me thai you'd love none but mo. 
However fair or bright she be. 
Though fur from me you'd love the same, 
You would adore no. other name.. 

We parted then in deepest sorrow^ 
Hoping for a brighter morrow, 
Have you kept your vows as I'vo kept mine ? 
Or have you ibrgotton, '* Auld laug. wyne." 



FARKWELL. 

Go, go,, and for ever, — thou hast broken the spell, 
Which onoo bound us so fondly,, and now &rewell ; 
A change has passed o'er thee, a bitter change, 
Making the prosont, a» sad, an strange. 
There was nothing to bind us except the tie, 
Which a stranger may claim, from sympathy ; 
But O, thou wert dear ta every heart.. 
As if in its being thine own had part. 
Thou wort ever noble, and kind and true, 
With many a good trait hidden from view. 
Which affection brought from its secret coU, 
And in our hearts they are treasured well. 
.0, what shall erase them— can memory bring 
•Thy image before us and over fling 
B 



\ 



l^ XovB porriiTs, 



A Ahodo o'er the podt^ wliieh cmx make ua tbryot 
H'lW dear thou (mce wert — how dleep our ro^net ? 
Miiesi w& ev^r y^laocf back on thje post and s&y 
B«hoIdf our h(^art'fl Idol h&^ proved but day I 
Muflt VC} too, cbaage, becavu^o timo has given 
Another prr^oi' th&t tbi^ chain mitst be riven,^ 
Which bindfci ua to tattli with fiuch powerful sway. 
As would make us forget ve ore pa^aing away I 
No J never! thy image shall, ever b« 
With the loTed and lost in memorj' 
Go, ^Oj and forget us, we may nol be 
Wortli a pa«sin^ thought again to thee, 
But that liod m bis hie? ny g^uiml tln^c well. 
Is the truest strain in this last farewell. 



THE MAIDEN'S FAREWELL. 

I HAVE loved thee, dearly loved thee — 

But I must fur^ot thoe now 
My heart has long' been obyiintito ; 

'Twas hard to inakc^ it bow 
At length, it wouritd, yields to fate's 

Mast hard aud ^tcm de^^roei, 
And I'm no longer Imppy, nince 

They've bid me part ^ith Ihee. 

The world will seem a wildemess ; 

And nought i;^n inakti me blofit, 
Suva the thoughts of a nj-imion, 

Wbete the WG;iiry are at rest. 
Bach ftct^ne that we have visited, 

l\ii<-\\. li..iihk that we Imvo read,. 
Will make our hearts bleed, we shall wish 

That we were with the dead. 

'Tis not that thou are not noble, 

J^lse I'd rM>t loved thiio thus; 
But thou art poor — Had poverty 

Haa ever be^n a vvvn^c: ] 
And so they have forbidden me 

To say one kind farewell 
To him who fondly loves me ; 

Who my bitter grief can teU ? 
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I cannot tear thine image from 
My buTHting, breaking heart t 

I cannot, cannot give thee up, 
Though knowing we most part ; 

that gold was not an i^ol 

To which men'i sools are given ; 
Or that thou hadst the treasure — theu 
Our hearts would- not be riven J 

1 thought my heart would yield, but find 

I cannot think of thee. 
Without that pure devotedness, 

That thou hast loved to see 4 
I can never cease to love thee, 

But ever, ever pray 
That we may meet in heaven abovo, 

Where tears are wiped away. 



HEART STRUGGLES. 

Shall I tell him as a brother, 

That I love him passing well? 
I, now betrothed to another. 

Will it answer—shall I tell ? 

Fade, O fade, ye burning blushes 1 
Traitor heart, cease to swell ! 

Hush the maddening thought which nuhes. 
Lest the shameful truth I tell 1 

Pitying angels, gn^ard the secret ! 

Heaven, help me to forgetv; 
His sad gaze, how can I meet it ? 

He dreams not I love him yet. 

I must wreath in gems and roses 

A brow that throbs with dark despair^ 

Dance and smile, while nought discloses 
To the passing world my care ; 

I must school my heart's deep anguish, 
To oahnly meet a husband's ixown ; 

I can bear through life to languish, 
Bope and love fior ever flown ; 



\ 
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But tliat he, so £ondly cherished, 

Should think that I have feithless grown! 
Feel that truth and love have perished, 

And curse the heart still all his own ! 

This is woe ! and now, as ever. 
Must I meet him with the gay ; 

Feel that he is lost forever. 
And no word of fondness say. 

When his eye, like jewelled dagger, 

Bests in cold reproach on me, 
V/ill my faith not feebly stagger ? 

Will he not the struggle see ? 

A tyrant's wife ! Cou she wear calmly 
Chains which other hands have forged ? 

When her heart beats ever warmly 
In the presence of its lord ? 

Father, mother, I forgive you ; 

You shall ne'er my anguish know ; 
Heaven forbid that I should grieve you. 

Though your hands have dealt the blow. 

You knew not that gold could never 
Purchase love, more precious far ; 

You forget that love for ever 
Is a woman's guiding star. 



THE LOVER TO HIS MISTRESS. 

The night wind's sighing through the garden willowg 
The drowsy stars are feding from the sky I 

The air is balmy as the breati^ which pillows 
A virgin bride's half-conscious, nuptial sigh : 

Return, return. 

Light of the morning ! of all earth the fairest ! 

Thou in whom ardent love is vestal fire ; 
So pure in nature, that no being darest 

Crimson thy cheek with breathings of desire ; 

Return, return. 
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No gom that glistens in the crown imperial, 
No star that moves in yon heaven-lit sky 1 

No flower living through a spring perennial, 
Can with thy heauty for a moment vie ! 

Botum, return. 

thou hast been roaming all too long—bethink you 
Of him who pines so lonely for thy smile, 

And for those kisses that to rapture link me, 
E'en as to heaven rise the mists of Nile ; 

Return, return. 

The hours pass slowly, yet no footsteps greet me. 
My ears lack music, yet thy voice is hushed ; 

1 seek thy presence, and the shadows meet me. 
Return, thou loved one, ere my soul be crushed ! 

Return, return. 

I hear a voice — it speaks to me all coldly. 
Chilling my heart with accents of despair ; 

And yet I'm doubting ; Ah 1 I dare not boldly 
Believe those whimpers that my spirit scare. 

Rutum, return. 

The night-lamp flickers in its dry-burned socket, 
And fills the air with its exhausting breath : 

Ah ! like the lamp, within my spirit's locket, 
Young hope lies shivering in the arms of death. 

Return, return. 

In vain the call ! reason, her sway resuming, 
Dispels the uncertainty as a waking dream ; 

And now I know, beneath the turf consuming. 
Thou seek'st oblivion in a night supreme. 

Thou canst no more return. 



I 



ROSALIE. 



'Tis fearful to watch by a dying friend. 

Though luxury glistens nigh ; 
Though the pillow of down be softly spread 

Whiere the throbbing temples lie— ^ 

Though the loom's pure fabric enfold the fona, 
Though the shadowy curtains flow, 

Though the feet on sumptuous carpets tread 
Am "lightly as snow on snow" — 
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Though the perfumed air as a garden Umina 

With flowers of healthy bloom, 
And the feathery fan just stirs the breeze, 

In the cool and guarded room — 

Though the costly cup for the fevered lip 

With grateful cordial flows, 
While the watching eye and warning hand 

Preserve the sna^edrepose. 

Yes, even with these appliances, 

From wealth's unmeasured store, 
'Tis fearful to watch the spirit's flight 

To its dim and distant shore. 

But oh, when the form that we love is laid 

On Poverty's chilly bed f 
When roughly the blast to the shivering limbs 

Through crevice and pane is sped^ 

When, the noonday sun comes streaming in 

On the dim and burning eye. 
And the heartless laugh and the wordly tread 

Is heard from the passers by — 

When the sickly lip for a pleasant draught 

To us in vain upturns, 
And the aching head on. a pillow hard 

In restless fever bums — 

When night roUs on, and we gazo in woe 

On the candle's lessening ray. 
And grope about in the midnight gloom. 

And long for the breaking day — 

Or bless the moon^ aa her silver torch 

Sheds light on our doubtful hand, 
When pouring the drug which a moment wrests 

The soul from the spirit-Jand — 

When we know that sickness of soul and heart. 

Which sensitive bosoms feel 
When helpless, hopeless, we must needs gaze 

In woes we cannot heal : 

This, this ia the crown of bitterness ! 

And we pray, aa the loved one dies. 
Thai our path may pass with their waning pulse, 

And with theirs dose our aching eyes. 



J 
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My Hiory telln of iweot Rosalie, 
Onoo a maiden of joy and doli;rht, 

A ray of love, from her girlinh dayis 
To her porenta' devoted tight. 

The prifl waa ttoe ai the river vrave 

That dances to ocoan'M rest, 
And life looked down, like a summor'a niiBt 

On hor pure and gentle broaat. 

8ho MW young Arthur — their happy hmrta 
Like two young HtioanilotJi Hhoiio, 

That leap along on their mountain path. 
Then mingle their waton a» one. 

They parted : ho roved to the wofftom wiM% 

So nook for his bird a nest, 
And Eosalio dwelt in her father's IuUIm, 

And folded her wings to rest. 

But her father died, and » foarAil blight 
O'er his cliild and his widow foil — 

Thoy sunk f^m that day in the gloomy oliyM 
Where sorrow and poverty dwelL 

Consumption came, and he whispered low 

To the widow of early death ; 
Ho hastonod the beat of hor constant pulso, 

And baffled the coming breath. 

lie proyod on the bloom of her still soft chooli. 
And shrivelled her hand of snow ; 

lie checked hor stop in its easy glide, 
And hor eye beamed a restless glow. 

Up choked her voice in its morning song, 

Ajid MtiHed its evening lay. 
And husky and coarse rose her midnight hymn 

As she lay on her pillow to pray. 

* Poor Rosalie rose by the dawning light, 
And sat by the midnight oil ; 
Rut the pittance was fearfully small that onmo 
By her morning and evening toil. 

'Twat then in her lodging the night-wind onmo 
Through crevice and broken pane ; 

Twaa there that the early sunbeams burst. 
With ita glaring and baroiug train. 
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When Rosalie sat by her mother's side, 

She smothered her heart's affright, 
And essayed to smile though the monster Want 

Stood haggard and wan in her sight. 

She pressed her feet on the cold damp floor, 
And crashed her hands on her heart, 

Or stood like a statue so still and pale, 
Lest a tear or a cry should start. 

Her household goods went one by one 

To purchase their scanty fare ; 
And even the little mirror was sold 

"Where she parted her glossy hair. 

Then hunger glared in her full blue eyes^ 
And was heard in her tremulous tone ; 

And she longed for the crust that the beggar cats, 
As he sits by the wayside stone. 

The neighbours gave of their scanty store, 

But their jealous children scowled ; 
And the eager dog, that guarded the street, 

Looked on the morsel and howled. 

Then her mother died — 'twas a blessed thing ! 

For the last faint embers had gone 
On the chilly hearth, and the candle was out 

As Rosahe watched for the dawn. 

'Twas a blessed exchange from this dark, cold earth 
To those bright and blossoming bowers. 

Where the spirit roves in its robes of light. 
And gathers immortal flowers ! 

Poor Rosalie lay on her mother's breast, 
Though its fluttering breath was o'er, 

And eagerly pressed her passive hand, 
Which returned the pressure no more. 

In darkness she closed her fixing eyes. 

And saw not the deathly glare — 
Then straightened the warm and flaccid limbs 

With a wild and fearful care. 

And ere the dawn of the morrow broke 

On the night that her mother died. 
Poor Rosalie sank from her long, long waich, 

In sleep by her mother's side. 
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'TwRS a florrowftil sight for the nei^^hbours to kco, 
(When they woke from their kindlier rest>) 

The beautiful girl with her innoront foco, 
Asleep on the oorpno's breast. 

Her hair flowed about by hor mother's side. 

And hor hand on the dead hand fell ; 
Yet hor breathing was light as the lily's roll. 

When waved by the ripple's swell. 

There was surely a visiim of heaven's delight 

Haunting hor exquisite rest, 
For she smiled in hor sleep such a heavenly smilo. 

As could only beam out from the blest. 

'Twas fearful as beautiful ; and as they gazed, 
The neighbours stood whispering low, 

Nor dared they remove her white arm from the doad, 
Where it seemed in its fondness to grow. 

Life is not always a darkling dream : 

God loves our sad waking to bless — 
More brightly, perchance, for the dreary sliado 

That heralds our happiness. 

A stranger stands by that humble door, 

A youth in the tlush of life. 
And sudden hope in his thoughtful glance 

Seems with sorrow and core at striib. 

Manly beauty and self-formed grace 

Stand forth in each movement fair, 
And speak in the turn of liis well-timed step, 

And shine in his wavy hair. 

With travel and watchfulness worn was he, 

Yet there beamed on his open brow. 
Traces of faith and integrity, 

Where conscienoe had stamped her vow. 

'Twos Arthur : he gazed on those two pale foroiA, 
Soon one waa clasped to his heart ; 

In piercing accents he called her name- 
That voice made the life-blood start I 

Kot on the dead doth she ope hor eyes^* 
Life, love, spread their living wings-; 

And she reats on her lover's breast as a child 
To iti nursing mother clings. 



\ 
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A pure white tomb in the near graveyard 

Betokens the widow's rest ; 
But Arthur has gone to his forest-home, 

And shelters his dove in his nest. 



THE WATCHER. 

The night was dark and fearful, 

The blast sw^t wailing by : — 
A watcher, pale and tearful. 

Looked forth with, anxious eye i 
How wistfully she gazes — 

No gleam of mom is there ! 
And then her heart upraises 

rts agony of prayer ! 

"Within that dwelling lonely. 

Where want and darkness reignj 
Her precious child, her only. 

Lay moaning in his pain ; 
And death alone can free him — 

She feels that this must be : 
" But oh ! for mom to see him 

Smile once again on me !" 

A hundred lights are glancing 

In yonder mansion fedr. 
And merry feet are dancing — 

They heed not morning there : 
Oh ! young and lovely creatures, 

One lamp, from out your store. 
Would give that poor boy*s features 

To her fond gaze once more ! 

The morning sun is shining — 

She heedeth not its ray ; 
Beside her dead, reclining. 

That pale, dead mother lay ! 
A smile her lip was wreathing, 

A smile of hope and love, 
As though she still was breathing — 

** There's light for us above !" 



J 
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LEONOEE. 

•Tis the lovely hour of twilight, 
When all Nature's huKhed in rest, 

And the shades of day still linger 
In the red and glowing west. 

And the gentle wind is blowing 
Perfume firom the birchen trees ; 

Where the merry birds are singing, 
Singing with that gentle breeze. 

'Twas an evening just as lovely ,. 

When we parted, Leonore ; 
And those merry birds were singing. 

Still are singing evermore. 

On a seat beneath the hanging 

Of that ancient oaken tree, 
There we pUghted vows that never, 

Never will forgotten be. 

There were none to see our parting. 
None to see those flowing tears ; 

And you told me you would love me, 
Love me through fast coming yeard. 

Leonore, though now I wander, 
Far from thee, and all that* s dear, 

Still some happy hours- come o'er me. 
Hours that time can never sear. 

Do you still prove fiuthfiil to mo, 
Can you lay your hand in mine, 

Can you, when I come to claim — 
Claim that gentle hand of thine— 

Say that you are fonder, truer. 

Still unchanging unto me, 
Tliau you were when first we plighted - 

Flighted 'neath that oaken tree ? 

Shall I clasp the same fond creature 
To this wildly beating heart, 

And when nestling here, feel consciotiti 
That we never more shall part ? 
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Yes, dear Leonore, I see thee, 
On the self- same trysting spot 

Where we parted years thaf s faded — 
Faded, though they're not forgot. 

Happy hour, that brought me safely 
To my boyhood's mountain home ; 

And I feel that, while you love me, 
I again will never roam. 

That I ne'er again will wander 
From my home and Leonore, 

And the merry birds are singing, 
Singing as in days of yore. 



THE CHANGE. 

We met as strangers, who had been 

By love's great tie united ; 
And on the spot where heart to heart 

Our deathless love we plighted. 
Her silver veil bedecked a bride — 

Her lip yet wore the vow; 
The orange blossom had not left 

Its dear home on her brow. 
Her life and bloom had not departed, 

She still was wondrous fair ; 
0, there was one still happy-heartei, 

And one that must despair ! 

We met as strangers — ^yes, her eye 

Glanced vacantly to mine ; 
And while it waked my soul tcTfire, 

Left cold her bosom's shrine. 
Bright had been her flowing path, 

And joyous her career ; 
Her love for me had &ded, cooled, 

And died within a year. 
New suitors came— her vacant heart 

Was ready to be sold ; 
The highest biddor won the prize, 

And paid in gems and gold. 
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I had been far o'er land and sea, 

And through the weary yeara, 
Had watched the sleepless thoaght of her. 

With sighs, and prayers, and tears. 
And back from all my pilgrimage. 

Intact by sin or shame, 
Had brought a heart that wore inscribed 

No impress but her name. 
And thus upon her bridal night, 

Within that trysting bower, 
We met by chance— she knew me not — 

God, efface that hour ! 



MARY. 



The graceful and the beautiful, 

The gentle, kind, and airy, 
Together met, to mould the form. 

And gift the mind of Mary ; 
There's nature in each careless curl, 

In every grace a moral ; 
Her mouth — 'tis Cupid's mouth — sweet giil, 

And full of pearls and coral. 

She's like the keystone to an arch 

That consummates all beauty ; 
She's like the music to a march, 

Which sheds a joy on duty. 
All happy thought and feelings rife 

Soem evermore to guide her ; 
The very ills and cares of life 

Forget themselves beside her ! 

Each sweet expressive glance appears 

Of nature's best selection ; 
It took the world six thousand years 

To perfect such perfection. 
All gifts divine that could combift). 

With charms of nymph and fairy, 
Agre^ to grace one beauteous face, 

To witch the world with Mary. 



\ 
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She speeds as if with wings so fleet 

No birds could e'er surpass them ; 
Yet none can ever spy her feet, 

Though 'tis believed she has them I 
She lends a spell to every scene, 

Her st«p makes winter vernal ; 
A somethiig half divine between 

The earthly and eternal ! 



THE SECRET. 

I WHI8PEREB it to the sunset cloud, 

I begged it to teU my secret aloud ; 

But it blushed still deeper, and faded away. 

Not one whit would it help me my secret to say. 

I told the bright moon as she sailed through the sky. 
And waited ftiU long for a soothing reply. 
But she hid heriace 'neath the passing cloud, 
She would not tell me my secret aloud. 

I told the sun as he rose from the east, 
Shaking the dew from his foaming crest. 
But no, not a word — he sped on his way. 
Not one whit would he help me my secvet to say. 

I knew that thou levedst the cloud and the moon. 
And rejoiced in the sun, in its glory at noon ; 
I must e'en whisper the secret to thee, 
*^ Jf thou lovest them, canst thou not love me .^* 



WILT THOU BE MINE^ 

Wilt thou be mine ? I love thee none the less 

Because thou art a maid ef himible birth : 
The gems of wMch I deem thy heart possessed. 

Are more than gold ! I dearly prize their worth. 
Be not reluctant, for thy crimsoned cheek 

Tells me that I'm loved ! thy heart is mine! 
Heed not the frowns of those who daily seek 

To change .my love, for J am wholfy thlnti. 
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Wilt thou be mine ? we'll live and love toother, 

We'll choose some rural spot for our sweet home, 
Far, far away from those who fiEun would, sever 

Our £uth^ hearts ! we'll live and never roam ; 
I sigh not for the honoured wreath of fame, 

Freely, I peld up friends and wealth for thee, 
My heart is tilled with love's true, constant flame, 

When thou art mine, all other oarea will flee. 



LOVE. 



Love you for beauty P Then love not me.; 
The sun, golden-haired, is fairer to see. 
Love you for youth? Then love not me ; 
The spring cometh yearly in youthful glee. 
Love you for riches P Then love not me ; 
Love the bright pearls in the deep blue sea. 
Love you for love ? O then, love me ; 
Love me and evermore will I love thee I 



LINES TO U M . 

Go mid the merry, happy band, 

And seek thy chosen bride ; 
Go breathe to her the vows of love — 

Go linger by her side : 
I envy not her happy lot, 

For couldBt thou now restore 
The thoughts, the wishes of the past, 

I could not love thee more. 

For dark deceit hath dwelt within 

The recess of thy heart ; 
And on my heart with all its force, 

Hath sent the venomed dart ; 
But ne'er canst thou deceive me moro- 

My soul hath broke the spell ; 
And calmly could I meet thee uuw, 

And coldly say, farewell. 

Go on in life's path happily — 

I do not wish to chide. 
While another and a fairer ouo 

Is sitting by thy side.: 



\ 



32 LOVE POEMS. 

And if, perchance, one silent thouglit 
Doth linger in thy breast, 

Of other times and other scenes, 
Then think that I am blest. 



REMEMBER ME. 

When other hands, my friend, shall twino 
For thee a wreath to deck thy brow. 

When other hearts before thy shrine 
As willing captives, fondly bow, 

And list their tales of love to thee, 

E'en then wilt thou remember me ? 

And when thine eyes are kindly beaming, 
In all love's sweet and joyous light, 

"When happiness around is teeming 

With peaceful glories, pure and bright ; 

As breaks its beauties over thee. 

My friend, wilt thou remember me ^ 

When each bright scene of life shall fade, 

And dark and dreary seems thy way, 
As sorrow's hand is on thee laid, 

• And sundered in each earthly^stay ;. 
As clouds are hovering o'er thee, 
My friend, wilt thou remember me .^ 



LOVE AND COQUETRT. 

couLDST thou know the secret pain, 
Which stirs and stings the bleeding heart. 

And tender ties which burst in twain, 

The maddening thoughts when lovers part ; 

Go, watch tke wild dissembling smile.. 
The rueful blush that lingers there, — 

That painful mirth, that would beguUe,. 
Will be its own interpreter. 

1 ask not science to unfold 

A truth which all who love must know j: 
Each flirting dame the tale has told 
Through years of self-consuming woe ^ 



/ 
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Who truly lovei,— in cold diignst 
Will tnrn from a false woman'a wiles, 

And pay with nlence what ia juat, 
Regardloas of her sigha and smilon. 

For aigha and emiloa may be in vaiu — 

The ix^'ured heart will ever feel 
The wrongs which muat recur again — 

E'en through love'to ngha auoh thoughts will steal. 
Envenomed with the deadly sting, 

Which pains and torturea, yet atiU nursti 
Till life ia poisoned at its spring, 

Its fountain stagnant^ blighted, curst. 

O ooquetrytcouldst thou but see 

The blight which followa in thy tndn ; 
The giddy laugh and wanton glee 

Would never search a lover's brain ; 
Nor cauae that happy thought to rove, 

Battling with viaions, wM and strange, 
Till tempted, baffled, slighted love, 

Di«a in despair, or seeks revenge. 

The reckless libertine may boaat 

Of virtue proatrate at his will ;. 
And those which truth and love- had lo^ 

Becoming subject to hia skill.. 
And woman, deluded woman haa,. 

The proof of ag^ and with all 
Will laugh at truth, and yield to those 

Who mock and.sco£at virtue's falL 

The though is sickening, and must close ; 

Let dull oblivion be the lot 
Of such, for ever to repose 

In. ailimce, to all aave scom forgot p 
Let unasauming virtue claim 

The praise whioh honour waits to. prove I 
And let a pure, unspotted namu 
Be all that honour dares to love.. 



\ 
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rVE NOT FORGOTTEN HIM. 

You say that I'veibrgotten him, 

Since he's gone far away, 
And dost thoa think a love like mine 

"Will ever know decay ? 
His face I never more shall see, 

His voice may never hear ; 
In thought, his smile beams on me still- 

Those love tones fill my ear. 

Last time we met, a small plain ruoig 

He placed upon my hand. 
To keep him still in memory. 

When in a distant land. 
No gift was needed to remind 

Of one I iDved so well ; 
His imag&x>n my heart is traced, 

Deeper than words can tell. 

'Tis said that love too easy won. 

Is lightly cast aside ; 
0, why did I so quickly yield 

To be his promised bride ? 
But 'twas because I loved, him — 

He vowed he loved but me ; 
I never deemed my idol one 

Could a deceiver be. 

'Twas true, I seem as careless uo\^^ 

As ere I saw his face : 
And in this calm, cold countenancu. 

No one can sorrow trace. 
Yet still my heart is breaking now 

Beneath its weight of woe ; 
But that it is for love of him. 

He must not, shall not know. 

•But I would wish him happiness, 

Though fickle he may be ; 
Ne'er may he feel the bitter sting, 

.Which he has left to me. 
Though Mae to me, may he prove tnw 

To the one he calls his own. 
And learn before it be too late. 

To love not wealth ^one. 



LOVH P0BM8. 35 



VIOLA. 

NOT ALL A FANOT 8KBT0H. 

Sweet name ! whose grateful mention brin^ 
To mind a host of cherished things — 
A thousand sweet associations 
Of joys, and hopes, and aspirations, 
When summer skies wer^ shining bright, 
And flowers wore laughing with delight, 
And odours came on every breeze. 
And music floated through the trees ; 
And, more than all, in handsome eyes 
Love laughed, and taught me how to prizo 
That bliss, of more than mortal birth, 
Which makes a paradise of earth. 
Ah, then I gazed upon that face. 
Where shrined was every human gracQ, 
With rapture till my eyes grew dirn, 

As gazing at the solar fire : 
And e'en my very soul did seem 

Dissolving all in soft desire. 
To melt as mist before the day, 
Into those heavenly charms away*! 

I fancy I can see her now — 
Fair as the moon her arching brow! 
The long dark lashes of her eye, 
The deep blue shaded of the sky ; 
And as when ope the gates of day, 

Unfolding the bright arch above, 
So did these parting lids display 

A heaven of glory and of love ! 
The smile that played upon her lips 
Was like the burnished gold that tips 
The mountain's brow at mom — and when 

Some gentler word I chanced to speak, 
Which waked that heavenly smile again, 

A glow of love suffused her cheek, 
Soft as the crimson tints that dye 
The bosom of the evening sky ! 

A glorious vision,. 0, was this ! 

I fislt I ne'er befere was blest! 
It seemed as if a life of bliss \ 

Was in one fleetizy hour compressodlt \ 
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One fleeting hour — and that is past ! 
But yet my fieur one still is fair ; 
And on my heart her image lies, 
As bright as when I saw her last ; 
And in the sunshine of her eyes 
In fiEincy basking still, I share 
Anew those raptures o'er and o'er 
Wliich blest me once and evermore ! 



L'ALLEGRO. 

Maiden, if thou wilt go with me, 
Our life shall be a summer sea ; 
If thou wilt bind thy fate with mint), 
Fondly thine heart with mine entwine. 
Gaily bur bark through life we'll steer, 
Nor storm nor treacherous quicksand fear. 
The labour of my life shall be 
To share my dearest joys with thee ; 
And should, perchance, a grief arise. 
The trembling tear suflftise thine eyes, 
That grief my heart shall always bear. 
My hopes be thine, and thine my care ; 
Our souls united, what can part ? 
"With sweet communion, bliss supremo. 
Our days shall pass, a golden dream ; 
Thus smoothly on life's coursing tide, 
Together we shall sweetly glide ; 
On verdant banks, in flowery vales, 
Where fragrant odours load the gales. 
And when at length our journey's o'er, 
Thought, pleasing, on the past shall pore. 
In sweet embrace we'll quit the scene, 
For bliss eternal, bright, serene ; 
Then, maiden, bind thy fate with mine. 
Together let our hearts entwine. 



O, GIVE ME. A HEART. 

GIVE me a heart that is young and warm. 

And pure as the virgm snow, 
And give me a mind ti^ will bear a charm, 

And sweeten the moments that flow. 
give me a spirit when trials may come, 
"Vyjll cheerfully strive on through darkness and gloom. 
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O {civu mo a fiioo that in tnwli and fair, 

And eyofl like tlio cloar bluo Hky, 
Give mo pearly tooth and auburn hair, 

And a funn with w)iich nono could vie. 
Though I'd prizo thoHo much, yot the mind to mo* 
Would a thousmid tiniOH an prooiouf be. 



LOVE IN AGE. 

Dost recollect, love, when we met 

Down by the river's side, 
And wandorod o'er itn vinu-wroat1iodbauk3, 

Whoro swoops tho n)llint;^ tide } 
Palo Diaii poerinp: down the while, 

From heaven's bluo vault above ; 
no, thou never canst forj^et 

When Urst wo learned to love ! 

DoHt recollect, when in thine ear 

My heart's wunn love I poured ? 
Thoufi^h ton^e of mine could ill exproBs 

Tho half thou wast adored. 
Thy hoiirt drank in tho soft-breathod tale, 

Tears dimmed thy n»ild blue eyes ; 
Joy's radiant light swam in their depths, 

As sunlight in tho skies. 

Dost recollect, when flr»t our lipa 

Mot for a little space ? 
Our very souls came rushing up. 

To join in oloso embrace. 
O, how that first sweet kiss of love 

Went thrilling through my ftamo I 
While swiftly coursing o'er thy brow 

The toU-tale blushes came. 

Then meet with me again, my lovo, 

Down by tlie river's side ; 
We'll wander o'er its vine-wroatlied banks, 

Whore sweeps tho rolling i^de. 
Long years have fled since tSore wo met, 

Yet are our hearts the same ; 
Thoogh age may tinge our locks with gray, 

It otpxkot quench \ove*ii /fame. 
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I SING TO HIM. 

I SING to him ! I dream he hears 

The song he used to love, 
And oft that blessed fency cheers, 

And bears my tJ^oughts above. 
Ye say 'tis idle thus to dream — 

But why believe it so ? 
It is the spirit's meteor gleam 

To soothe the pang of woe. 

Love gives to nature's voice a tone 

That true hearts understand — 
The sky, the earth, the forest lone. 

Are peopled by his wand ; 
Sweet &ncies all our pulses thrill 

While gazing on a flower, 
And from the gently whisp'ring rill 

Is heard the words* of power. 

I breathe the dear and cherished name, 

And long-lost scenes arise ; 
Life's glowing landscape spreads the same ; 

The same heme's kindling skies. 
The violet-bank, the moss-fringed seat 

Beneath the drooping tree, 
The clock that chimed the hour to meet, 

My buried love, with thee — 

0, these are all beforj me, when 

In fancy's realm I rove ; 
"Why ui^ me to the world again ? 

Why say the ties of love, 
That death's cold, cruel grasp has riven, 

Unite no more below ? 
I'll sing to him for though in Jicavcn, 

He surely heeds my woe ! 



I 



THE TWO MAIDENS. 

One came with light and laughing air. 
And cheek like opening blossom — 

Bright gems wwe twined amid her hair, 
And glittered on her bosom. 

And pearls and costly diamonds deck 

Her round white arms, and lovely neck. 
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Like summer' ii sky with stan bedi(j;ui, 

The jewelled robe around her, 
And dazzlm^ as the noontide liprbt 

The radiant zone that bound her — 
And pride and joy were in her eye, 
And mortals bowed as she passed by. 

Another came : o*er her sweet face 

A pensive shade was stealing ; 
Yet tliere no grief of earth we trace — 

Bui the heaven-hallowed feelinj^ 
Which mourns the heart should ever str.iy 
From the pure fount of truth away. 

Around her brow, as snowdrop fair, 

The g^lossy tresses cluster, 
Nor pearl nor ornament was therOr 

Save the meek spirit* s lustre ; 
And faith and hope beamed in her cyo, 
And angels bowed as she passed hy. 



SONG. 



Day, in meltmg purple dying. 
Blossoms, all around me sighing, 
Fragrance, from the lily's strajring, 
Zephyr, with my ringlets playing, 

Ye but waken my distress ; 

I am sick of loneliness. 

Thou, to whom I love to hearken, 
Come, ere night around me darken ; 
Though thy softness but deceive mc, 
Say thou'rt true and I'll believe thee ; 
Veil, if ill, thy soul's intent — 
Let me ^-hink it innocent ! 

Save thy toiling, spare thy treasure : 
All I aide is friendship's pleasure; 
I^t the shining ore lie darkling, 
Bring no gem in lustre sparkling; 

Gifts and gold are naught to mo ; 

I would only look on thee ! 

Tell to thee the high wrought feeling, 
Kcfctasy but in revealing ; 



\ 
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Pain to thee the deep sensatiou, 

Bapture in i)articipatioiL, . 

Yet but torture if comprest 
In a lone, unfriended breast. 

Absent still ! Ah ! come and bless me ! 

Let these eyes again caress thee ; 

Once, in caution, I could fly thee : 

^ow, I nothing could deny thee ; 
In a look if death there be, 
Come, and I will gaze on thee ! 



/ 



LOSS OF THE FIRST-BORN. 

1 SAW a pale young mother bending o'er 

Her fiiBt-bom hope. Its soft blue eyes were closed 
Not in the balmy dream of downy rest, 

In Death's embrace the shrouded babe reposed ; 
It slept the dreamless sleep that wakes no more. 

A low sigh struggled in her heaving breast. 
But yet she wept not : hers was the deep grief 

The heart, in its desolation, feels ; 
Which breatiies no impassioned accents wild, 

But slowly the warm pulse of life congeals ; 
A grief which from the world seeks no relief— 

A mother's sorrow o'er her first-bom child. 
She gazed upon it with a steadfast eye, 

"W^ch seemed to say, " Oh, would I were with thee ! 
As if her every earthly hope were fled 

With that departed cherub. Even he — 
Her young heart's choice, who breathed a father's sigh 

Of bitter anguish o'er the unconscious dead — 
Felt not while weeping by its funeral bier, 

One pang so deep as hers, who shed no tear, 



EDITH. 



By those blue eyes that shine 
Dove-like and innocent. 
Yet with a lustre to their softness lent 
By the chaste flre of guileless purity. 
And by the rounded temple's symmetry ; 

(Like Virgin Mary's pictur'd o'er the ahrine,) 
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In niinplo uegliicunoo of art ; 

By tho youn^; ttnilo on lipii wltoHo oooonU fiill 

With dulcot muHio, bland to all| 

Liko downward floating: bloiwoinB from tho troon 

DotAohod in nilvor showoni by tho plnyfdl brouxu ; 

And by tho ohook, ovor ■(> pun^ly polo, 

Save whon thy hoitrt in livolior kindnoM kIowm ; 
By itA thon tondor blcnnn, whom) dolicato hui», 

In liko tho DioniinK'H tinoturo of tho rono, 
The snowy veiln of tho fcoHMuncr iiiiHt won Uirough ; 

And by tlio flowing outlimm (^ooo^ 
Around thy features liko a hiUo thrown, 

IlemindifiK of that noblor race 
Beneath a lovelier huuvon in kindlier climatoii known. 

Whose beauty, both tho moral und tho mortal. 

Stood at porfoction's portal, 
And still doth hold a rank surposHing: all comparo ; 

By the divinoly niook and placid air 

Which witnosHoth so woU that all the charms 
It lights and warms, 

Thotigh but tho ilmir fashion of the cluy 

Deserve to be adored, since they 

Are emanatitms fVom a soul allowed • 

Thus radiantly to glorify its dwelling. 

That goodness like a visible thing avowed, 

May awe and wii), and temper and prevail : 
And by all these combined 1 

I call upon thy fonn ideal, 

So deeply in my memory shrined, 

To rise before my vision like the real, 
Whenever possirm's tides are swelling. 

Or vanity misleads, or discontent 

liagoB with wishes, vain and impotent. 

Thon, while the tumults of my heart incitmmf, 
I call up(m thy image — then to rise 

In sweet and solemn beauty, liko the moon, 

liosplondont in (lie firmament of June, 

Tnnmgh tho still hours of night to lonely e./cs. 

I gAKO and nmse thereon, and tempests cease — 
And round mo falls an atmosphere of peace. 



\ 
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FORGETFULNESS. 

We parted ! — Friendslup's dream had cast 

Deep interest o*'er the brief farewell, 
And left upon the shadowy past 

Full many a thought on which to dwelL: 
Such thoughts as come in early youth, 

And live in fellowship with hope ; 
Robed in the brilliant robes of truth^ 

Unfitted with the world to cope. 

We parted I He went o'er the sea,. 

And deeper solitude was mine ;• 
Yet there remained imnemory 

For feeling still a sacred shrine : 
And Thought and Hope were oflFered up 

Till their eternal essence fled, 
And Disappointment from the cup 

Its dark libations poured instead. 

We parted ! *Twas an idle dream 

That ihtu we e'er should meet again ; 
For who that knew man's heart, would deem 

That it could long unchanged remain h — 
He sought a foreign clim& and learned 

Another language which expressed 
To strangers the rich thoughts that burned 

With unquenched power within his breast. 

And soon he better loved to speak 

In those new accents than his own ; 
His native tongue seemed. oold and weak, 

To breathe the wakened passions' tone. 
He wandered far, and lingered long. 

And drank so deep of Lethe's stream. 
That each new feeling grew more strong, 

And all the past was like a dream. 

We met 1 a few glad words were spoken, 

A few kind glances were exchanged ; 
But friendship's first romance was broken — 

His had been from me estranged. 
I feel it all-^we met no more — 

My heart was true, but it was proud ; 
Life's early confidence was o'er. 

And hope had sat beneath a cloud. 
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We met no more — ^for neither sought 

To reunite the severed chain 
Of social intercourse ; for naught 

Could join its parted links again. 
Too much of the wide world had been 

Between us for too long a time, 
And he had looked on many a scone, 

The beautiful and the sublime. 

And he had themes on which to dwell, 

And memories that were not mine, 
Which form'd a separating spell, 

And drew a mystic boundary line. 
His thoughts were wanderers — and the things 

Which brought back friendship's joys to me, 
To him were but the spirit's wings 

Which bore him o'er the distant sea. 

Far he had seen the evening star 

Glancing its rays o'er ocean's waves. 
And marked the moonbeams from a&ir, 

Lighting the Grecian heroes' graves; 
And he had gazed on trees and flowers 

Beneath Italia' s sunny skies. 
And listened, in {air lady's bowers, 

To Genius' words and Beauty's sighs. 

His steps had echoed through the halls 

Of grandeur, long left desolate ; 
And he had climbed the crumbling walls, 

Or oped perforce the hingeless gate ; 
And mused o'er many an ancient pile, 

In ruin still magnificent, 
Whose histories could the hour boguilo* 

With dreams before to Fancy lout. 

Such recollections cemo to him, 

With moon, and stars, aud summer flowers ; 
To me they bring the shadow dim 

Of earlier and of happier hours r. 
I would those shadows darker felLr- 

For life, with its best powers to bless, 
Has but few memories loved as well, 

Or welcome as forgetfuluess ! 



\ 
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YES, THOU ART FORGIVEN. 

FoEGiVB thee ? yes ! Within my heart 

No anger can find rest ; 
I harbour not within its cells 

Such an unwelcome guest. 
My love shall not by unkind words 

From its repose.be driven ; 
Though seven times thou shouldst offend.. 

Yet, still thou art forgiven. 

Forgive thee ? yes ! Thou needst not pray 

With such a trembling voice ; 
For, if my words can ever cause 

Thy sad heart to rejoice, 
Then rest assured my heart to thee 

Shall be more closely riven ; 
And I shall speak the welcome words, 

Yes, love, thou art forgiven. 

Forgive thee ? yes ! as long as earth 

Its revolutions make ! 
As long as falsehood and deceit 

Before the truth shall quake. 
As long as "lamps of life " are hunj 

Upon the walls of heaven. 
So long shall I say unto thee, 

Yes, love, thou art forgiven. 



LINES, TO SALLIE. 

How beautiful ! my heart's desire ! 

The idol, at whose shrine 
I offer up the holy fire 

Of love — a power divine. 
A power to whioh 'tis bliss to yield, 

Its sceptre o'er my soul. 

Thou beautiful ! a captive boimd, 

I ask not liberty 
From chainB and bonds entwined arouni 

My soul, and linked to thee. 
Or, if from these I would be free. 

Yet still, O stm would I 
Be bound, thou beautiful, to thee, 

By one sweet, holy tie I 
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Thou beautiflil t my heart'ii dcsiro 1 

I've told my anxious love; 
And that to which I now aspire, 

J auk of Heaven above. 
Then — will I take thee to my heart, 

And to my own abode, 
When thou, thou beautiful, thou art 

By Heaven, to mo bontowod. 



EUGENE D'AUBIONY TO LEILA BURGOYNE. 

«♦ "Wo loved wildly, donporatoly, Goorjjfy, U^foro I hjul tho <»unH,' • 
to toll him I wuM not trwi.—Gtorgiana Jlammond, 

Not free ! no, no, thou art not free, when thnn 
I hold thw closely to my burning heart — 

"WhoNO more than ideal of ocMtatic joy. 

Whose ruling star, whoso life and light thou art ! 

Host here, thou beauteous one ! and let mo bathe 
My darkened spirit in thine eyes' pure light ; 

Like some wild Ghober, worshipping the flame 
That makes more visible the gloom of niglit. 

Now let those angel lips repeat the vow 

Thine eyes liave npokun, binding thee to mo , 

Talk not of mortal tics— they cannot hold 
The immortal spirit, when it would be free I 

Too fondly, Leila, blindly, have we loved ; 

May fate from cold despair thy bosom Bavo , 
For me, I ask it not — my course is on — 

On, from the gloom of madness to the grave ! 



LOVE'S BKOKEN SPELL. 

I LOVE thee not I there wtw a time 
An ardent soul swam in my eye, 

Whose fervont, burning glances seemed 
To thrill thy breast's rosx>onsive aigh. 

And once thy mellowed, liquid tones 
Vibrated to my inmost soul ; 

While pliant f^oy wove, and spumed 
The calmer rousun's blest control. 
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Alas I false vows and wreathed smilti^i . 
But twined my heart to error's chain ; 
<^ Hope's lurid glare mid darkness swam, 

And thrilled with woe my wildered brain. 

Love's spell is broken ! hoary time 
Has seasoned youth's impassioned dream ; 

And in my heart a mouldering spark 
But kindles friendship's colder gleam. 

I love thee not ! for manhood brought 
But bitter fruits for youthful seed ! 

TiU wisdom's waking light illumed 

The path enshrined my heart's best meed. 

Now ponder I, with mournful glauue, 
Yet calmly, the angelic frame ; 

And wonder nature's best mould shrines 
A soul 60 lost to honest shame. 

Go, false one, go ! thy brow of shame, 
Those silken fringed orbs of blue, 

Love's dainty dimple, Cupid's bow, 

May ne'er thought'-s-passing tribute -fioe. 

My spirit soars above thy thrall, 

Thrills rarely with the heart's behest.; 

May mercy gild the past's bright dream, 
To bless thee exie it sinks to rest. 



REMEMBER ME. 

^EMEMBEK, me ! what magic's in these wordo! 

How full of melancholy tenderness ! 
A priceless gem that weeping memory hoarda. 

The bosom's comforter in loneliness. 

Remember me ! the base of future hopes. 
Engraven on the parted lover's brain ; 

Jlemember me ! amid the clash of swords 

That thought has clothed with smiles the brow of 

^Remember me ! the deathless, sad adieu; 

The never-failing legacy of love ; 
A doad through which the rainbow we may view ; 

A beam of promise whersoe'er weTove. 
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loiiiuiiibor 1110 1 the portinff noul ox^oinM 
Tho latoBt aooonU which tlio Hpirit HifrhH, 

;u anfTol whiMpora broathinff through iu ^rouiu ■ 
Bouiombor mo ! UnniimilxT mo ! and dim. 



TIIK FOKCKD BllTDAX. 

I SAW'hor on tho hridiil iii^ht ; 
Ilicli jowoIm dct^kod lior liiiir ; 
But in her oyo- onro Hporklujg bright - 

I marked a yenniinK euro. 
Boforo tho altar, Hi(lf> by Hido 

Withotit a imjilo j)r word, 
Thoy hIjmmI— tho bridejcrooin and tho brido— 
Tho vietim and her loni ! 

Upon her o«)ld and ])nllid brow. 

Then) htniK a Hiii^lo ^o"^ i 
It niMHlod but hor piwHivo vow, 

To Kfihi a diadem ! 
That vow wan uttered— «tlll tlio brido 

Beforo tlio altar Htimdn; 
With heij^htened form and Heenilng pride, 

Sho llHtomi to tho banti8. 

Her hair fell o'er Ikt anyel fm^o, 

In ffloWinp: wreathH of jet; 
Upon Ijor head, her lord would pluro 

ll<»r Jewelled coronet. 
Wliy Mlirank ho biu-k ? A Ktolid look 

I I in foiilty eye did meet : 

IIo Kazod— tho tijrht<»ned heart-H( rings brwko 
A corpHO wan at hin foot I 

In hanto, around tho proH< ratc) brido, 

Ilor lord'n attendanfH crowd, 
And Rcoren of friendM an* at hor Hid(*, 

With notofl of pity loud. 
Th<jy looBO her robo— the utiir hiw not! 

Hor ahining lockn tliey part - 
f lor tomploH ehafo— but all too lute - 

Tho wound' • « broken heart ! 
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TO MISS . 

Slowly the moments pass away, 
E'er since thou'st left me here ; ' 

Though greatly thou hast changed, they say, 
Thou still to me art dear. 

All other hearts may now grow cold, 

And other hearts may change ; 
I'll still believe the tale you told, 

That thine would never range. 

'Twas in a quiet, silent hour,. 

When all was calm above ; 
Thy lips declared the potent power 

That bound thy heart in love.. 

The sweet confession did impart 
Fond rapture through my breast ;, 

AVaking to bliss my longing heart, 
And soothing it to rest. 



WHAT IS LOVE ?- 

What is love ? 'Tis but a fire, 

That bums within the breast of man ;; 
And force and opposition's power 

Are but the means its flame to fan :. 
It bums upon the heart's pure altar,. 

A slow but sure consuming fire, 
Until the object loved is won, 

When it will moulder and expire.. 

And such is love — ^it but consists 

In the pursuit of our desire ;. 
Or else why is it, when obtained,. 

We to no higher aims aspire ? 
Ah no, experience has taught me 

That vows of love are but as air ;. 
We seek to know where they have fledj. 

And echo, answers sadly^— wliere I 



J' 
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THOSE BRIGHT, BRIGHT EYES. 

Within thine eyes, methinks some Peri's spirit bright 

With light of heaven, 
Yet doomed alone to wander from that heaven's light, 
And stand a spirit-watcher, on the waUs of niglit. 

Until forgiven ! 

Uistook thy starry orbs for those bright spheres 

Which softly rise 
At twilight's hour, and glisten through the tcara 
That dewy evening sheds when night appears 

To veil her skies.. 

And all bewildered by those rival beams,. 

Uo onward hies, 
Until he reaches what he fondly deems 
A spirit world, whose light and splendour seems 
Unrivalled all. So with those wild^ wild drooms, 

Now gleams 
Those bright, bright eyes. 



LINES TO ANNA. 

*TwERB vain to tell thee all I felt. 

When first thy voice I heard, 
'Twere vain to tell thee in my soul 

How dwelt each tone and word I 

'Twere vain to tell thee how thy form> 

Hath in my lone heart lain. 
With holiest thoughts since that blest hour, 

'Twere vain, fEiir maid, 'twere vain» 

Upon my spirit thou hast breathed 

The freshness of thino own ; 
And in the world where I have lived 

I am no longer lono» ^ 

Thy voice hath waked my spirit up, 
And thrilled me with its strain 

Like angels' music ; but to toll 
Thee all L feel were vain ! 

And thou art such a beauteous star, 

So young, so pure and bright, 
I foel as I were bom to bask 

In such sweet orbs' fair light. 
If 
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I may not call the star mine own, 

I may not wear it near 
This heart which hut its image keeps 

In doting fondness here. 

But as the mariner whose star 
His hark guides o'er the main ^ 

So may I worship — but to tell 
Thee all I feel ware vain. 

The statue in a garden stands, 
Once scented l>y the rose, — 

Retains the perfoine when the flower 
JSTo longer by it grows. 

And so thy nrirtues* odour still 

Like incense in my brain, 
Scents all my thoughts — but still to tell 

Thee all I feel were vain 1 



T LOVED THEE KOT IN FORTUNE'S HOUK 

I LOVED thee not, when fortune smiiled on thee. 
And fedse ones breathed for thee love's ardent vow. 

But when I saw both friends and fortune flee^ 
And sorrow set her impress on thy brow.; 

'Twas then that love, with strange and magic powcr^ 

Bound my fond heart to thine in sorrow's hour. 

I sigh not for the wealtii that onoe was thine — 
I crave one boon, and only one frx)m thee; 

Say, wilt thou bow with me at love's pure ^irinet, 
And worship there for evermore with me ? 

I'll bid thee welcome to my humble home. 

Blest with thy love, I ne'er will sigh to roam. 



COME TO MY BOWER!— A SONa 

The twilight is deepening o'er valley and grove, 

And pensive the hour ; 
And mournful the voice of the lone turtle-dove^ 
I'm lonely, I'm lonely, haste, Willie, my love, 

O come to my bower! 
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The nightingale singrn, «o ponHivoly singi I 

To her farourite flower; 
An she wooes the soft fragrance abroad that she flings-* 
O haste, ye glad hours that my Willie aye brings ? 

come to my bower ! 

The moonlight nloops swootly thronph valley and grove ; 

Now is love's witching hour : 
O where, my own Willie, say, where dost thou rove ? 
Canst devote not one hour to Mary and love ? 

come to my bower ! 

O come, and thy couch shall be softly o'ersprcad 

With many a flower 1 
While my love a bright hallo around thoe shall shed, 
And fondly this bosom shall pillow thy head, 

O come to my bower ! 



ODE TO SARA. 

IIITTRN AT SnURTON PARS, NEAR BRIDaKWATKR, SUPTBM- 
UKll, 1705, IN ANSWP.a TO A LKTTKll FROM BRISTOL. 

[The flnt Btanxa uUudos to a PiuiHugo in thu Lottor.] 

Nor travels my moand'ring eye 
The starry wilderness on high ; 

Nor now with curious sight 
I mark the glow-worm, as I pass, 
Move with *' groen radiance" thro* the grass, 

An Emerald of Light. 

ovor-prosont to my viewl 
My waded spirit is with you, 

And soothes your boding fiiars ; 

1 see you all oppress' d with gloom 
Bit lonely in that choerloss room— 

Ah mo I You are in tears ! 

Beloved woman I did you fly 

Chill'd Priendship's dark disliking oyo, 

Or mirtli's untimely din ? 
With cruel woiglit thoHo trifles press 
A temper sore with TondomoHH, 

When aches the void within* 



\ 
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But why with sable wand unbless'd. 
Should Fancy rouse within my breast 

Dim-visag'd shapes of Dread ? 
Untenanting its beauteous clay 
My Sara's soul has wing'd its way, 

And hovers round my head I 

I felt it prompt the tender Dream, 
"When slowly sunk the day's last gleam ; 

You rous'd each gentler sense, 
As sighing o'er the Blossom's bloom, 
Meek evening wakes its soft perfume 

With viewless influence. 

And hark, my Love !' The sea-breeze moai 
Thro' yon reft house ! O'er rolling stones 

With broad impetuous sweep. 
The fast encroaching tides supply 
The silence of the cloudless sky 

With mimic thunders deep. 

Dark-redd' ning from the channel'd Isle* 
(Where stands one solitary pile 

XJnslated by the blast) 
The Watchfire, like a sullen star, 
Twinkles to many a dozing Tar 

Kude-cradlcd on the mast. 

Ev'n there — beneath that light-house tower 
In the tumultuous evil hour 

Ere Peace with Sara came, 
Time was, I should have thought it sweet 
To count the echoings of my feet, 

And watch the troubled flame : 

And there in black and jaundic'd fit 
A sad gloom-pamper' d Man to sit. 

And listen to the roar : 
When mountain Surges bellowing deep 
With many an uncouth monster leap 

Plung'd foaming on the shore. 

Then by the Lightning's blaze to maik 
Some toiling tenipest-shatter'd bark j 

Her vain distress-guns hear : 
And when a second sheet of light 
Flash'd o'er the blackness of the night— 

To see no Vessel there I 

« The Holmes, in the Bristol Channel. 
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But Fancy now more gaily sings ; 
Or if awhile she droop her wings, 

As sky-larks mid the com, 
On summer fields she grounds her breast : 
Th* oblivious Poppy o'er her nest 

Nods, till returning mom. 

O mark those smiling tears, that swell 
The open'd Kose ! From heaven they fell, 

And with the sun>beam blend ; 
Blest visitation from above : 
Such are the tender woes of Love 

Fost'ring the heart they bend ! 

When stormy Midnight howling round 
Beats on our roof with clatt'ring sound, 

To me your arras you'll stretch : 
Great God ! you'll say — To us so kind, 

shelter from this loud bleak ^vind 
The houseless, friendless wretch ! 

The tears that tremble down your cheek. 
Shall bathe my kisses chaste and meek 

In Pity's dew divine ; 
And from your heart the sighs that steal 
Shall make your rising bosom feel 

The ansVring swell of mine ! 

How oft, my Love ! with shapings sweet 

1 paint the moment, we shall moot ! 
"With eager speed I dart — 

I seize you in the vacant air, 
And fancy, with a Husband's care 
I press you to my heart ! 

'Tis said, on Summer's evening hour 
Flashes the golden- coloured flower 

A fair electric flame ; 
And so shall flash my love-charg'd eye 
When all the heart's big ecstacy 

Shoots rapid thro' the frame ! 



\ 
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TO MAEY— A SONG. 

Down within the happy valley, 

Where we dwelt so long ago, 
"Where the lightest breezes daily, 

O'er the brightest blooms do blow ; 
lHary, I have wandered, lonely 

Musing on the days of yore, 
"While fond memory whispers only 

Of the joys that are no more ! 

Happy hannts ! they seem so holy. 

Where we strayed by tinkling streams, 
ITancies, filled with melancholy. 

Wilder me in sweetest dreams, 
Deathless dreams of fleeting gladness ! 

Memories, that will not depart, 
la a most deUcious sadness, 

Rest — like music on my heart. 

I have rambled through the meadows, 

I have journeyed by the lake, 
"Where we walked within the shadows. 

Of the blooming hazel- brake ; 
But their glories which so sweetly 

Charmed our hearts in years agone, 
All have vanished I fallen fleetly — 

Mary — I am all alone ! 



LOVE'S REPLY. 

* What shall I bring thee, lady fair. 

From the fiar-oflf orient land ?' said he ; 
' Shall I bring thee a girdle, rich and rare ? 
Or a jewel to hght thy waves of hair,' 

As the star-beam hghts the sea ? 

* What shall I bring to thee, maiden mine ? 

A broidered robe from an Eastern loom ? 
A bird whose plumes so proudly shine 
You'll think they've stolen their tints divine 

From the rainbow's changing bloom ? 

* How shall I win, O say, ma belle. 

One welcoming smile from thee ? 
Shall I bring thee a beautiful rosy shell, 
A blossom rare, or a gay gazelle. 

From the far lanOi over tiie a©a.? 
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* Shall I brings thee a pearl, to wu«te its ray 
On thf bosom that mocks its hue divine r 
The maiden blushed as she murmured, * Nay» 
Bring me thy heart, as it beats to-day, 
And I'll welcome thoe back to mine I' 



I WILL EVER LOVE THEE. 

I WILL love thee, ever love thee, 

With passion strong and deep ; 
And in the depths of memory's cell. 

Thy image ever keep. 
And round the fibres of my heart 

Sweet faith shall weave a spell ; 
Whose charms shall bind my heart to thee 

Whilo on this earth we dwell. 

I will love thee, ever love thee, 

As long as life sliall la^t ; 
^Vnd shield thee with the arms of lovo 

From sorrow's chilling blast. 
Though time's rolontlcHs hand should stamp 

Some farrows on thy brow, 
I will love thoe with a faith as pure, 

E'en as I love tJiec now. 

I will love thee, ever love thee. 

And for thy throbbing breast 
I will pine ; e'en as a stricken bird 

Pines for its sheltered nest. 
My every thought shall be of thee, 

And time shall always bring 
Glad tidings from the one I love, 

Upon his healing wing. 

I will love thoe, ever lovo thee. 

With faith and hope secure ; 
And adverse fate shall only sorvo 

To make that love more sure. 
My heart is bound in love's sweet cb;un, 

And time shall ne'er sever 
Its golden links, but I shall love, 

Yea, love, yea, love for ever. 



\ 
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TO FRANCESCA. 

Well did I read thine angel brow 

Wli^n tirflt I looked upon theo^ 
That told my heart what thou shouldst be 

When cmning years Ehomld sun thee. 
I saw beneath thy mystic veil 

That Qhildhood wove around thee, 
Tha beauty and the intellect 

"With which thy God huul crowned thee. 

-And fast I see the bud unfold 

With sunijliine and with showera ; 
And soon thou'lt be mid hmiiiin bloom 

A ros« mid hmnbkr flowers. 
Yet not alone the queenly form 

Shall tell thy triumph's story ; 
Thy thought shall ahine abroad in heaven 

A star in regal glory. 

And joy 'twill be to look on thee, 

Now htjiuding in life's ported, 
When thou hast reached the temple's crown, 

And won a wreath immortal. 
And if beyond the eternal gate. 

My place shall then be given, 
I'll wait with open heart and arm, 

To welcome thee to heaven. 



SONG OF A FOEGOTTEN ONE. 

I HAVE loved, not so nmdly, bo blindly, as thou i 
Nor with ptwieion bo tniiuaient and iicating ; 

I paused long, ere my lips breathed a Houl-lint^ring vow, 
Though my heart waa tumultuouely beating-. 

Though my bosom hoH vod wildly, and tears filled my oye, 
And wan. grief ruled my heart as I met thee, 

Yet I paused ere those words were recorded on high, 
That tho first in my bosom I'd set thee. 

I ne'er doubted thy truth, for I felt that thy soul 

Was as pure as a dewdrop of even ; 
But I paused, for a fear of myself o'er me stole 

Lest thy love from my heart should be riven. : . 
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And that I should prove false to the words of my vow, 
Slaying peace on her throne in thy spirit ; 

But my vows by thy silence are broken ere now, 
And for thee I no longer may fear it. 

Evermore when my thoughts wander back unto thco, 
When I think how I've loved thee and lost thco ; 

When they dwell on the past, and 'tis full dark to boo 
How my love ever bitterly crossed me. 

A tear will well forth, but I bid it fall back, 

I have no tears to waste upon sorrow ; 
My heart has grown sick upon life's dreary truck, 

And my hope no assurance can borrow. 

O ! I once would have wept in the far long ago. 

At the loss of a heart loving purely, 
And now grief fills my soul, but my tears may not flow, 

I must e'en bear my sorrow demurely. 

I must feel, as I tread the world's deep maze alone. 
That no warm heart is waiting to greet me ; 

And that soon, when I sleep with ray head 'neath a stone, 
It is well there are none who will weep mo. 



I'LL LOVE NO MORE. 

* I'll love no more,* — I said, with quivering sigli ; 

Too full this heart has been of hope and trust : 
Love's lightest flowers have but to bloom and die, 

Hope's fairest fabrics crumble into dust. 

1*11 love no more — why power give to those 

The heart will raise to fond idolatry, 
To mock its wild and agonizing throes, 

Struggling from galling bondage to be free ? 

I'll love no more — this aching heart shall beat 
At words of cold indifference no more ; 

And acts of heartless meaning it will treat 

Ab with forgetful draughts from Lethe's shore. 

Thou*lt love no more — but canst thou break the spell, 
That years aroimd that heart of thine have thrown ? 

Will memory silent be within her cell, 
Nor torture give by many a aickly moan } 



^ 
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Tliou'lt love no more— can words alone eltace 
The image that loni? years have graved deep 

Upon thy heart ? will tireless memory trace 
No vision to destroy thy peaceful sleep ? 

Thou*lt love no more — ^poor, sad and doubting one, 
Is hope within thy fainting bosom crushed ? 

And dreams of peace, have they for ever fled. 
And joyous songs for aye within thee hushed ? 

Has thy sick heart no spot to rest upon. 
Like the tired dove, no ark of refuge near ^ 

Is there no breast to shelter thee ? nor one 
Kind hand to wipe the bitter blighting tear? 

Thou canst not help but love — for woman'^s lot 

Is on thy spirit, and thou must fulfil 
Her fated destiny, though it is forgofr ; 

Thy love may bloom and brightest flowers bear still. 

The seeds of love we know on earth have birth ; 

Its flowers may bloom, and shed sweet fragrance even ; 
The finiit of love we see not on the earth, 

^Maturity it hath alone in heaven. 



THOU AET AWAY. 

The skies are fair, the moon beams bright, 

And fragrance fills the air ; 
No cloud appears to dim the light, 

That's streaming pure and dear. 
The verdant leaves are gently stirred 

By zephyrs light and gay. 
But oh ! they seem to mock my grief, 

For thou art far away I 

I tread the paths we often trod 

At evening's placid hour ; 
I hear the strains thou loVdst to hear, 

And view thy favourite flower. 
But oh ! those paths are lonely now ; 

My echoing footsteps stay 
In unison with strain and flower, 

Thou art — thou art away ! 
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The sabbath's holy liji^lit appears, 

Sweot day of rest and prayer ; 
I seek thee in the house of Ood| 

But oh ! thou art not there. 
I do not hear thy mellow voico, 

Thy scat is vacant ; yea, 
The deep Rolemnity that roi<nis, 

Proolaiins, thou art away ! 

Away ? — yes, thou art far away I 

The music of thy voico, 
No lonfj^r falls upon my car, 

And bid** my soul rejoice. 
The radiancy of thy bright sniilO) 

No longer lights my way ; 
Alone, I wander through the gloom. 

To feel that thou'rt away ! 

Away ? — yes, thou art far away ! 

No kindred heart respondfl 
And beats in sweot accord with mine ; 

Linked to thine own in bonds 
"Which neither time nor space can break, 

AVhich stronger grow each day. 
Though doomed to know the startling truth, 

And feel — thou art aw;iy I 



TO JEM. 



Down the sunlight shone antl glimmered, 

Down on many a pleasant hill, 
Down upon the waving tree-tops, 

And the ever dancing rill. 
On the bank we sat together, 

And we murmured love- words lov.', 
Listening to the measured music 

Of the streamer's ceaseless flow. 

Tlirough the opening '^mid the branches. 

And the green leaves young and fiiir, 
Playfully the glad light quivered, 

Gleamed and sparkled on your hair. 
And your arm was twined around m.s 

And your fond hand clasped my waist — 
Why, away, on time's swift current. 

Must such moments alwuys liabto i 
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Why lasts not the silvery brightnoss 

Of our young hearts* first love-dream, 
Gladdening all earth with its presence, 

Till "things are not what they 8eem.'{" 
Low our accents were and gentle, 

Half of joy, and half of dole ; 
Till our voices ceased entirely, 

And we spoke — but soul to soul. 



Then your hand clasped mine more firmly, 

As a vow of truth to seal ; 
And our quick eyes spoke the secret 

That our lips dare not reveal. 
Ah ! our hearts were pure and stainless, 

In their innocence and truth ; 
Trusting, trusting, ever blindly, 

With the earnest faith of youth. 



For ah, we were but children, Jom.! 

Our love was children's love ; 
Allied in faith and purity 

To better things above. 
Witii soberer years the dream may pass 

From our sunny lives away ; 
But an angel came to the green earth, 

And dwelt in our hearts that day. 

For sure 'twas not a mortal lyre, 

To whose music low and sweet, 
With its murmuring tone of tenderness. 

Our hearts re^onsive beat. 
And it breathed a tale of brighter land, 

Where love that is quenched on earth 
Shall bum again with a purer flame, 

Than earthly love gives birth. 

O, blessings on the sinlessness 

Of love's first passing dream ! 
It makes the world a paradise. 

Where holier stars down gleam*, 
It lends its own hues of romance 

To each surrounding scene, 
And brightens earth's most sordid things 

With a kind of faiiy sheen. 
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But best it is, it should not lust, 

That dream so pure and bright — 
'T would make earth seem appaj^ed 

In too celestial light. 
And if the bliss of perfect love 

To us below were given, 
Our longing hearts would soon forget 

The brighter joys of heaven. 

But ever along life's fitful track, 

With its gleams of light and shade, 
A haimting memory comes back, 

Of the first love- vows we made. 
And though our hearts in after years 

May learn to love again, 
Still 'mid the music tone tliere blends 

An ever mournful strain. 

For though our vows may bo more loud, 

They will never be as true 
As the first words of earnest love. 

When life and we are new. 
Though in after years we may mask the heart, 

And gamer its tenderness up — 
There is never in. love a draught so sweet 

As that in. its earliest cup. 



HEART WISHES. 

I "WOULD not wear a golden crown, 

Nor reign upon a throne ; 
But o*er one true and loving hetirt, 

I would be queen alone. 

I would not have a servile throng 
Press roimd to bow the knee ; 

But one light, free and easy step, 
Haste homeward unto me. 

I would not have a sumptuous couch, 
When pain had laid me low ; 

But one dear arm to hold my form, 
One hand to press my brow. 
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I would not have proud marble piled 

Upon my lowly head ; 
But simple stone and grassy mound, 

And one to weep me dead. 

I would, beloved, to thee and me, 

The priceless pearl be given, 
That thy true heart may meet mine owzi) 

And each have each in heaven. 



HE CAME TOO LATE. 

He came too late ! — Neglect had tried 

Her constancy too long ; 
Her love had yielded to her pride, 

And the deep sense of wrong. 
She scorned the offering of a hear-t 

Which lingered on its way, 
Till it could no delight impart. 

Nor spread one cheering ray. 

He came too late ! — At once he felt 

That all his power was o*er : 
Indifference in her calm smile dwelt — 

She thought of him no more. 
Anger and grief had passed away, 

Her heart and thoughts were free.; 
-She met him, and her words were gay — 

No spell had Memory. 

He came too late ! — The subtle chords 

Of love were all tmbound, 
Not by offence of spoken words, 

But by the slights that wound. 
She knew that life held nothing now 

That could the past repj^y, 
Yet she disdained his tardy vow, 

And coldly tamed away. 

He came too late ! — Her countless dreama 
Of hope had long since flo'wn ; 

No charms dwelt in his chosen themes, 
Nor in his whispered tone. 
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And when, with word and Hniilc, he tried 

Affccti«)n still to prove, 
6ho nerv(Ml her heart with woman's prldo, 

And Hpumod hii iioklo lovu. 



rilAYER FOE AN ABSENT HUSBAND. 

Father in hoavon ! 
B.thold, ho whom I lovo is doily trooding 

Tho path of hfo in hoavinoss of soul, 
With tho thick darknuttM now around him sproading 

Ho lonj; hath striven— 
Of thou most kind ! hreok not tlio goldon bowl. 

Father in heaven I 
Thou who so oft host healed tho broken- hearted, 

And raised the weary spirit bowed with coro, 
Let him not suy his joy hath all departed, 

Lest he be driven, 
Down to the deep abyss of dork despair. 

Father in hoavon ! 
Oil, prant to his most chorishod hopes a blessing^— 

Lot peace and rest dostjond upon his head. 
That his torn heart, thy holy lovo posscsuliig, 

May not bo riven — 
Lot guardian angels watch his lonely bod. 

Father in heaven ! 
Oh, may his heart bo stayed on thee ! each feeling 

Still hfted up in gratitude and lovo ; 
And may that iaith tho joys of heaven rovoaling 

To him bo p^von, 
Till ho shall praise thy name in realms above. 



TWO rOETEAITS FROM LIFE. 
I. 

Ob, <what a timid watch youn;; Lovo was keeping 
When tliou wert fashioned in suoh gentle guise 1 
How .waa thy nature nursod with secret sighs ! 

WhatJbittar tonxi thy mother's heart was steeping i 
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Within the crystal depths of thy blue eyes 
A world of troubled tenderness lies sleeping, 

And on thy full and glowing lip there lies 
A shadow that portends thee future weeping. 
Tender and self-distrustful— doubting still 

Thyself, but trusting all the world beside, 
Tremblingly sensitive to coming ill, 

Blessing with woman's softness manhood's pride, 
How wilt thou all life's future conflicts bear, 
And fearless suffer aU that man must do and, dare ! 



Proud, self-sustained and fearless ! dreading naught 
Save falsehood — loving everything but sin — 
How glorious is the light that from within 

Illumes thy boyish face with lofty thought I 

A child thou art — but thy deep eyes are fraught 
With that mysterious light by genius shed, 

And in thine aspect is a glory caught 

From the high dreams that cluster round thy head : 

I know not what thy future lot may be, 
But, when men gather to a new crusade 

Against earth's falsehood, wrong, and tyrannyj. 

Thou wilt be there with all thy strength displayed— 

Thy voice clear-ringing mid the conflict's roar, 

And on thy banner, writ in stars, " Excelsior !!*' 



SYMPATHY. 

Like the sweet melody which faintly lingers 
Upon the windharp's strings at close of day, 

When gently touched by evening's dewy fingers,. 
It breathes a low and melancholy lay ; 

So the calm voice of sympathy meseemeth ; 

And while its magic spell is round me cast,. 
My spirit in its cloistered silence dreameth. 

And vaguely blends the future with the past. 

But vain such dreams while pain my bosom thrilleth 
And mournful memories around me move ; 

E'en friendship's alchemy no balm distilleth, 
To soothe th' immedicable woiind of love.. 
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Alas, alas ! passion too soon exhaleth 

The dewy freshness of the heart's young flowers ; 
We water them with tears, but naught avidleth— 

They wither on through all life's l^^ter hours. 



THE DEVOTED. 

Stern faces were around her bcut, 

And eyes of vengeful ire, 
And feaif ul were the words they spoke, 

Of torture, stake, and fire : 
Yet calmly in the midst she stood, 

With eye undimmed and clear, 
And though hor lip and cheek wore white. 

She wore no signs of fear. 

" "Where is thy traitor spouse ?" they said : — 

A half formed smile of scorn, 
That curled upon her haughty lip, 

Was back for answer borne ; — 
** Where is thy traitor spouse ?" again. 

In fiercer tones they said, 
And sternly pointed to the rack, 

All rusted o'er with red ! 

Her heart and pulse beat firm and free -- 

But in a crimson flood. 
O'er pallid lip, and cheek, and brow, 

Ruiahed up the burning blood ; 
She spake, but proudly rose her toncH, 

As when in hall or bower, 
The haughtiest chief that round her stood 

Had meekly owned their power. 

** My noble lord is placed within 

A safe and sure retreat**" — 
** Now tell us where, thou lady bright, 

As thou wouldst mercy meet, 
Nor deem thy life can purchase his ; 

He cannot 'scape our wrath, 
For many a warrior^s watchful eye 

Is placed o'er every path. 

" But thou may'st win his broad estates, 

To grace thine infant heir. 
And life and honour to thyself, 

80 thou his haunts dochire." \ 

\ 
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She laid her hand upon her heart ; 

Her eye flashed proud and clear. 
And firmer grew her haughty tread — 

" My lord is hidden here ! 

"** And if ye seek to view lus form, 

Ye first must tear away, 
From round his secret dwelling-place, 

These walls of living clay !" 
They quailed beneath her haughty glanco. 

They silent turned aside, 
And left her all unharmed amidst 

-Her loveliness and pride I 



UNREST. 



Heabt, weary Heart ! what means thy wUd unrest ? 

Hast thou not tasted of earth's every pleasure ? 
With all that mortals seek thy lot is blest ; 

Yet thou dost ever chant in mournful measure — 
" Something beyond !'* 

He^ weary Heart ! canst thou not find repose 
In the sweet calm of friendship's pure devotion ? 

Amid the peace which sympathy bestows. 

Still dost thou murmur with suppressed emotion, 
"Something beyond I" 

Heart, weary Heart ! too idly hast thou poured 
Thy music and thy perfume on the blast : 

Now, beggared in affection's treasured hoard. 
Thy cry is still — thy saddest and thy last — 

* * Something beyondT V * 

Heart, weary Heart ! oh, cease thy wild unrest — 
Earth cannot satisfy thy bitter yearning : 

Tiien onward,. upward speed thy lonely quest, 

And hope to find, where Heaven's pure stars are bu 
" Something beyond !** 



IMITATION OF. SAPPHO. 

If to repeafc thy name when none may hear me, 
To find thy thought with all my. thoughts inwove ; 

To languish where thou'rt not — to sigh when near the 
Oh, if these be to love thee, J do love I 
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If when thou utterest low words of greeting, 
To feel through every vein the torrent pour ; 

Then hack again the hot swift tide retreating, 
Leave me all powerless, silent as before : 

If to list breathless to thine accents falling, 
Almost to pain, upon my eager ear — 

And fondly when alone to be recalling 
The words that I would die again to hear : 

If 'neath thy glance my heart all strength fonnkin^:, 
Pants in my breast as pants the frighted dove.; 

If to think on thee ever, sleeping — waking — 
Oh ! if this be to love thee, I do love ! 



LOVE'S MAGIC BLOSSOM. 

Whex Love's magic blossom springcLh 

First within the breast. 
And sheds its dewy fragrance there, 

By gentle sighs caressed ; 
Why, then, is all so glorious. 

And tinted with the hue. 
As if it were Elysium 

Unfolding to the view ? 

Why throbs the beating heart so wikl, 

And rushes through the vein 
The warm blood, with eloquence 

Of half delicious pain ? 
Why does, at times, each passion seem 

Lulled in a calm repose ; 
Eich sense infused with ecstasy. 

As odour fills the rose ? 

Why beams the eye with softened light. 

As if a ray had come 
From some immortal fountain, 

And taken there its home ? 
And whence arise those day-dreams, 

Strange castles in the air — 
Wh^ one sweet form for ever floats, 
/<auid smiloth on us there ? 

Why, when the saddened spirit droops 
With feelings strange and lone, 

Comesjoy into the heart again — 
Hear we but one kind tone? 
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Why turn we often from the world, 

In deep disgust away, 
Where flowers shed perfume, and birds 

Glance gaily from the spray : 

And only see one form amid 

The beauty all around. 
One voice alone hear whispering, 

In every gentle sound ? 
And mid the lulling music 

Of thousand bursts of song, 
Its melody will linger yet. 

And float with them along. 



/ 



LINES TO SARAH. 

You've gone afar from shady grove, 

Afar from shady dell ; 
Afar from rosy woodland scenes. 

Where beauty'wove her spell. 

Nor think you of the friends you left. 

In rural parts behind ; 
Nor do you love whom once you loved— 

So weak is woman-kind. 

I asked thee, ' Sing the farewell song !' 
You sang — ^you faltered not ; 

But smiled witih gay, Hebean smile ; 
My blood ran fevered hot. 

You hurried on, as meteor bright. 

That quickly leaves the sky ; 
You left me, e'en without a tear. 
And e*en without a sigh. 

The iron entered in my heart. 

But dreadful was the throe 
That broke the tie that hold thee fast, 

And heaving, let thee go. 

Yon left the heart that once you owned 

Would be for ever thine ; 
But ah, you little knew what grief^ 

What agony was mine. 
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I onco did think of thoo by day — 
Did droani of thoe by nif^ht ; 

And thoufj^ht tho momonta ovor bloanod 
I poBflod mo in thy sight. 

I thought tliy nature gontlo, true, 
Nor ever thought thiit gnilo 

Wan hid bcnt^th aflfoction's front, 
Bonoath alTuction's smilo. 

You lit my Boul, you loft it dark, 

And (boldly pa«Hod away, 
Ah if tho lovo you onco broathod forth 

Had lasttid but a day. 

I might havo lovod theo over truo, 

Iluvo lovod thoo over well ; 
But now I've torn thoo from my hoort, 

And Hwopt away tho npoll. 



LET US BE FRIENDS TOGETHER. 

Let u« bo friondn together, 

While on tliiH eartli wo dwell ; 
Lot a holy, pnro and ardent love 

Within our boHoniH hwoU. 
Ij<»t UH Hharo each otlicr's burdens, 

Wliilo yet our hoarts aro worm ; 
Lot UH boar each other's sorrows, 

In sunshine and in storm. 

I^ot not the vows wo utter 

Bo as an empty breath ; 
But may love's Are bum ever. 

Until we sloop in death. 
And as we journey on through lifo, 

To mingle with tho dust, 
Our pa'hway to tho Umib will be 

Tho pathway of the just. 

'Twill strew our passage to tho grave 
With life's bright sunny flowers ; 

And cheer us wilh a buoyant hope 
In ■orrow'B darkest hours; 
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* Twill make our grief far lighter 
When friends and joys depart, 

To find that one will love ns still 
With an unchanging heart. 

That we shall still he Mends together,. 

The truth T inward feel ; 
And even now the magio charm 

Does o'er my senses steal. 
I know that love and honour, dwell 

Within thy fair young Jhieart, 
And friendship's {bjt and pleasant form. 

Shall never more depart. 



FIRST love: 

I WAS young, and I never 

Had bowed to Love's shrine ; 
L was wishing for ever 

His presence divine. 
My heart beat untrammelled^ 

And on it no name 
Had yet been enamelled 

In letters of flame. 

Thm rose on my vision 

One glorious and bright ; 
And life grew elysian — 

My heart was all light. 
I loved him — that passion, 

Though ages may roll 
O'er my heart's desolation^ 

Will live in my souL ■ 

Of beautiful stature — 

With beautiful eyes ;- 
So noble in nature. 

So learned and wise. 
With voice sweetly ringing 

In music's rich spell, 
The tones are still clinging 

To memory too welL 
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He won me to love him, 
* And then from that time 
Hy soil watched above him- 

In feeling sublime. 
I loved him — that passion^ 

Though ages may roll 
0*er my heart's desolation,. 

Is fresh in my soul. 



"WHAT LACK I YET?"' 

He came, the young and gifted one, 
His moral virtues brightly shone ; 
And midst the blaze of wealth and pride, 
An humble spirit is* descried. 

He came with haste, and meekly bowed, ■ 
Begardless of the astonished crowd. 
At Jesus' feet, and asked the way 
That led to an eternal day. 

The Saviour answered, " Would' st thou 2;* 
To that blest home — leave all below ; 
Give to the poor thy riches free. 
Take up thy cross and follow mc." 

The youthful cheek which just beforo. 
One strong desire had (rimsoned o'er, 
Is changed to one of doubt and care, . 
And sorrow's hue alone is there. 

He breathes one sigh o'er hope's decay. 
Then turns with anguished heart away ; 
For sordid dust has bought the mind 
That was for nobler ends designed. 



LINES TO . 

Thou art gone — thou hast left me in silence to weep, 

Thou hast left the fond heart but to perish alone ; 
The dreams that I loved, have aroused from the sleep 

That has bound in enchantment, the joys that have flown, 
Ah, TBin was the transport, the sigh, the emotion. 

That whimpered my bosom of happier days ; 
/^ttii vain WB0 the promise that swelled my devotion, 

For sore is the heart that such Msehood betrays. ^ 
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And think not, dear maiden, the token thon*st left me, 

Can soothe the last hope of a bosom sincere ; 
Can calm its wild sorrow since thou hast bereft me 

Of all the heai-t pants for, of all that is dear. 
Methought that you loved me — 'twas but an illusion. 

And one that I eagerly cherished, beUeved ; 
The vow that you made me, was, too, a delusion, 

That served but to rack the sad heart that received. 

Methought that my moments of love and of pleasure. 

Those fond recollections which never can cease, 
Were but preludes to joy and to bUss without measure, 

To happiness gained, would to death but' increase. 
But fere thee well, maiden, my sad recollection, 

Recalls not the sorrows of one who will dwell 
In seclusion for ever, where the blight of affection 

Be witnessed by none — fare thee well ! fare thee well ! 



THE OLD MAN'S LAMENT. 

Of, for one draught of those waters now 
That shed such freshness o'er my early life ! 

Oh that I could but bathe my fevered brow 
To wash away the dust of worldly strife. 

And be a simple-hearted child once more, 

As if I ne'er had known this world's pernicious lore ! 

My heart is weary, and my spirit pants 
Beneath the heat and burden of the day ; 

Would that I could regain those shady haunts 

Where, once with Hope, I dreamed the hours away ; 

Giving my thoughts to tales of old romance. 

And yielding up my soul to youth's delicious trance ! 

Vain are such wishes : I no more may tread 

With lingering step and slow the green hill-side ; 

Before me now life's shortening path is spread. 
And I must onward, whatsoe'er betide : 

The pleasant nooks of youth are passed for aye. 

And sober scenes now meet the traveller on Ids way. 

Alas ! the dust which clogs my weary feet 
Olltters with fragments of each ruined shrine. 

Where once my spirit worshipped, when, with sweet 
And pa8si(mles8 devotion, it could twine 
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Ito strong afFectiunM round cfirth'H (>urthlioift thingi, 
Yet bear away no stain upon its snowy wings. 

What though some flowers have 'scaped the tempest's wnith ? 

Daily they droop by nature's swift decay : 
What though the setting sun still lightH my path ? 

Mom's dewy freshncHS long has puHHod away. 
Oil, give me back life's newly- budded flow(>rs — 
Let me once more inhale the breath of moniing'ii hours ! 

My youth, my youth ! oh, give mc back my youth ! 

Not unfurrowod brow and blooming cheek, 
But childhood's sunny thoughts, its |)orfuct tru^ 

And youth's unworldly foolings — these I seek ; 
Ah, who could e'er be sinloHs and yet sage ? 
Would that I might forgot Time's dark and blotted pagu ! 



LOVE'S PLEADING. 

Spkax tender words, mine own beloved, to me — 

Call mo thy lily— thy imiMjrial one, 
That, like the PerHian, breathes adoringly 

Its fragrant worship ever to the sun. 

Speak tender words, lest doubt with mo prevail : 
Call me thy rose — thy queen roHo! thnmcd apiirt, 

That all unheedful of the nightingale, 

Folds close the dew within her burning heart. 

For thou'rt the sun that makes the heaven fair, 
Thy love, the blest dew that swttains me here : 

And like the plant that hath its root in air, 
I only Uve witldn thy atmosphere. 

Look on me with thy soul-illumined eyes, 
And murmur low in love's entrancing tono-- 

Mcthinks the angel- lute of paradise 

Had never voice so thrilling as thine own ! 

Say I am dearer to thee than renown, 

My praise more treasured than the world's acclaim : 
Call me thy laurel— thy viotorious crown, 

Wreathed in unfeuiing glory round thy name. 

Breathe low to me each pure enraptured thought. 
While thus thy arms my trusting heart entwine : 

Call me by all fond meanings love hath wrought, 
But, oh, lanthis, ever call me thine I 
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BALLAD. 

The maiden sat at her busy wheel, 

Her heart was light aad free, 
And ever in cheerful song broke forth 

Her bosom's harmless glee : 
Her song was in mockery of love, 

And oft; t heard her say, 
" The gathered rose and the stolen heart. 

Can charm butfor a'day." 

I looked on the maiden s rosy cheek, 

And her lip so full and bright, 
And I sighed to think that the traitor Lova 

Should conquer a heart so light : • 
But she thought not of future days of woe. 

While she carolled in tones so gay — 
" The gathered rose and the stolen heart 

Can charm but for a day.'* 

A year passed on, and again I stood 

By the humble cottage door : 
The maid sat at her busy wheel, 

But her look was blithe no more ;-■ 
The big tear stood in her downcast eye. 

And with sighs I heard her say, 
** The gathered rose and the stolen heart 

Can charm but for a day." 

Oh, well I knew what bad-dimmed her eye^. 

And made her cheek so pale : 
The maid had forgotten her early song, 

While she listened to Love's soft tale ; 
She had tasted the sweets of his poisoned cup. 

It had wasted her life away — 
And the stolen heart, like the gathered rose, 

Had diarmed but for a day. 



penitence: 

Thou ait not penitent,, although 
There rages in thy brain 

A scorching madness undefined. 
Whose very breath is flame. 
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Thou art not penitent, alas ! 

The world hath wounded thee, 
And thou in anguish ill concealed 

Art fjEun to turn and flee. 

Thou hast in Pleasure's maddening cup — 

That cup too deeply quaffed — 
The x>earl of thy existence thrown, 

And drained it at a draught ! 
Unmoumed and unrepressed, behold 

Life's energies decline — 
Worn, wasted in unholy fires : 

And what reward was thine T 

The world once worshipped, spams thee now, 

Rejects thee — casts thee hence — 
And thou art nursing injured pride, 

And dream' st of penitence ! 
Let but the temptress smile again. 

Thou wouldst her influence own, 
Forgetting in that charmed embrace- 

The evU thou hadst known. 

Thou bringest not a broken heart. 

To offer at the throne,. 
Of Him who has in love declared 

The broken heart his own. 
Thy heart is hard — thou who hast long 

The path of error trod ;. 
Deem'st thou that weak and wicked thin^ 

An offering meet for God ? 

Go, if thou canst, when Flattery's voico 

Is stealing on thine ear, 
In tones so sweet an angcl might,^ 

Forgetting, turn to hear — 
Go, rather hst the voice within. 

And bow beneath the rod. 
And recognise with soul subdued. 

The chastening of thy God ! 

Go to the wretch who may have wrought 

Irreparable ill. 
To thee, or those more deeply dear, 

More fondly cherished still ; \ 
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Approach, though it may seem like death 

To look on him, and live. 
And while Revenge is wooing thee, 

Say firmly, " I forgive." 

Go, when to deep idolatry 

Thy heart is darkly prone — 
That heart whose steadfast hope shonld still 

Be fixed on God alone : 
Go, rend the image from its shrine, 

And hurl the idol hence. 
And hring it Weeding back to Him : 

This — this is penitence ! 



J 



CHEERFULNESS, 

A GENTLE heritage is mine, 

A life of quiet pleasure ; 
My heaviest cares are but to twine, 
Fresh votive garlands for the shrine 

Where 'bides my blossom's treasure ; 
I am not merry) nor yet sad. 
My thoughts are more serene than glad. 

I have outlived youth's feverish mirth. 

And all its causeless sorrow : 
My joys are now of nobler birth, 
My sorrows too have holier birth, 

And heavenly solace borrow ; 
So, from my green and shady nook, 
Back on my by-past life I look. 

The past has memories sad and sweet, 

Memories still fondly cherished. 
Of love that blossomed at my feet, 
Whose odours still my senses greet, 

E'en though the flowers have perished : 
Visions of pleasure passed away 
That charmed me in lifd's earlier day. 

The fature, Isis-like, sits veiled. 

And none her mystery learneth ; 
Yet why should the bright cheek be paled. 
For sorrows that may be bewailed 
When time our hopes inureth ? 
Come when it will, grief comes too Boon— 
Why dread the night at highest noon ? 
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I would not pierce the mut that hidoa 
Life's coming joy or sorrow ; 

If sweet content with mo abides 

While onward utill the present glides, 
I think not of the morrow ; 

It may bring griefs — enough for me 

ITie qmet joy I feel and see. 



THE HEARTH OF HOME. 

The storm around my dwelling sweeps, 
And while the boughs it fiercely reaps, 
My heart within a vigil keeps, 

The warm and cheering hearth beside ; 
And 08 I mark the kindling glow 
Brightly o'er all its radiance throw, 
Back to the years my memory flows. 

When Rome sat on her hills in prido ; 
When every stream, and grove, and tree, 
And fountain had its deity. 

The hearth was then, 'mong low and great. 

Unto the Lares consecrato : 

The youth, arrived to man's estate, 

There offered up his golden heart ; 
Thither, when overwhelmed with dread. 
The stranger still for refuge fled — 
Was kindly cheered, and warmed, and fed. 

Till he might fearless thence depart : 
And there the slave, a slave no more. 
Hung reverent up the chain ho wore. 

Full many a change the hearth hath known ; 
The Druid fire, the curfew's tone. 
The log that bright at yule-tide shone, 

The merry sports of Hallowe'en : 
Yet still where*'er a home is found, 
Gather the warm affections round, 
And there the notes of mirth resound — 

The voice of wisdom heard between : 
And welcomed there with words of gracO) 
The stranger finds a resting place. 



\. 
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Oh, wheresoe'er our feet may roam, 
Still sacred is the hearth of home ; 
Whether beneath the princely dome. 

Or peasant's lowly roof it be, 
For home the wanderer ever yearns ; 
Backward to where its hearth-fire bums, 
Like to the wife of old, he turns 

Fondly the eyes of memory : 
Back where his heart he offered first — 
Back where his fair, young hopes he nursed. 

My humble heart though all disdain, 
Here may I cast aside the chain 
The world hath coldly on me lain — 

Here to my .Lares offer up 
The warm prayer of a grateful heart : 
Thou that my household Guardian art. 
That does to me thine Aid impart. 

And with thy mercy fill'st my cup — 
Strengthen the hope within my soul, 
Till J. in faith may reach the goal ! 



TO MARY. 

;I'll think of thee, — when mom her gems is flinging. 
In diamond showers, o*er the emerald sea ; 

And the tiny birds their matin hymns are singing, 
In strains of wild and thrilling melody^ 

When smiling Nature wakes from sweet repose. 

And the fickle zephyr woos the blushing rose. 

.1*11 think of thee, — when the queen of night is sleeping^ 
In tranquil beauty, on the ocean's heaving breast; 

And the star of eve, its lonely vigil keeping. 

In mimic glory dances ^'cr the wavelet's foamy crest ; 

When no storm-clouds are mirrored in. the sptirkling .wa^ 

And the fierce winds slumber in their secret caves. 

•I'll think of thee, — when summer's glowing wreath hath£ 
And autumn's pale frost hath chilled the starry Uoom 

Of the fragile gems that once the broad magnolia shaded 
From the noontide's scorching ray ; their doom 

Js sealed, thay sleep in darkness in the wild- wood shade ; 

And autumn mourns o'er, the wreck her breezy fingers m 
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U think of thee, — whon joy's bright sun is beaming, 

In radiant glory, o'er life's tempestuous sea ; 

ad the wind-harp' 8 silvery tone, heard in my youthftil dreaming 

Comes back in murmured melody to me ; 

hen the halcyon hours float by on time's glittering wingH, 

id memory from the past her garnered treasure brings. 

1 think of thee, — when o'er my soul is stealing 
The ebon shades of care and deep distress ; 
id through the chambers of my heart is pcolin j 
The £uewoll tones of hope and happiness ; 
hen all is woo and wretchedness with me, 
id my fbttorod spirit longeth to be free. 



LINES TO . 

O ! FOR a drop from Lotho's stream. 
An offering to my burning heart ; 

Which through the dim porHpoctive sees 
The hour when we are doomed to part 

Ay, we must part ! along the deep, 
A sigh, A prayer, huvacomo to me.; 

They call the truant wuuderur bock 
To rest — if rest there is for thee. 

I would forget that I must part 
From scenes I love so fondly now; 

But memory has entvrined a wreath. 
And placed it fluttering on my brow. 

Soon shall. I breathe the still, warm air. 
That fiuis the soi^ retreat of flowers. 

Where gonial sunbeams ever stay 
To while away the tedious hours. 

Winter, with cold and withering fonn. 
Invades no vf^t of that fair clime ; 

No blasting winds rush o'er the flelds, 
Dispersing sweets or summer time. 

Soft o'er their streams the south wind moves, 
With perfumes £sd, and breath of flowers. 

Inhaled in Cashmere's scented vale. 
The loveliest of terrestrial bowers. 
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But what are all these bowers to me, 
When wasting waters darkly roll, 

A veil that drives the lingering gleam 
Of sunshine from the weeping souL 

I would not mourn, if we could bind 
Again the links that fate will sever ; 

But when our quivering lips shall say 
* Farewell ! farewell ! we part for ever !' 

When the last gleam of thy dark eye 
Fades like a- lovely star at night, 

Deeper and wider grows the gulf 

That hides me from its softened light. 

Oft in sweet dreams beyond the wave, 
WiU thy dear image greet my eyes ! 

Like the first blush of new- bom day. 
Amid the darkness of the skies. 

And I shall take thy hand in mine, 
A.nd hear again thy tender lay ; 

But reason will resume her throne, 
To sweep the transport sweet away. 

My aching head still turns its gaze 
Along the wild and trackless main, 

As though the bark that skims its flood 
Would give its idol back again^ 



IDOL WORSHIP. 

We sat together at the self-same desk^ 

And learned our task as ^twere from the same book ; 

For she would borrow mine, and I would take 

The one that bore her name, for in our hearts f 

We thought 'twas easier to commit our part. 

When the exchange was made. From simple acts 

Like those, a chain was forged, whose iron links 

Were cast about our lives ; from off the page 

I now began to lift my eyes to read 

The pictured stories of her own ;. at first. 

She wondered why I looked so long, and why 

My lesson oft was left unsaid ; and when 

The truth flashed on her maiden heart, she blushed. 
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And hung her head, like a sweet violet, wot 
With dew. Days rolled along, and Anna stood 
On the threshold of Eternity. I had watched 
The blooming of the flower that I had hoped 
To wear in mine own bosom ; but death breathed 
On it, and it folded up its leaves and died. 
I did not murmur ; no, my grief was £eu: 
Too deep for outward signs 1 but yet I felt 
All the agony that dweUs beyond the reach 
Of tears, in Uie wells of the inner heart, 
That was circled- round with thorns., and I drew 
My chain in weariness along. I felt it all 
Like one left in a desert land, with none 
To cheer the awful gloom. High above were 
The azure skies wearing a smile that seemed 
To mock my grief; no wonder that my brain* 
Reeled, and became a wreck, for she was ail- 
That made life happy ; the horizon of my 
Distant hopes, the light streaming from the gate 
Of heaven upon my soul, I heard, nor sound 
Of bird, or stream, or tree, but she would bend 
Upon me her meek eyes, as if to bless. 
I never wandered but I wished her by 
My side ; and when I saw a flower that sprang 
Up in my path, if it was beautiful — 
They are all beautiful — I sighed that she, 
My Hftrlmg one, was not there to mingle with-it 
Her sweet breath. I could not gaze upon the sky 
Alone, for in its saint-like beatitude 
"Was imaged her perfection ; the soft hour 
Of twilight brought her to my side, in alt 
The blessedness attending life ; the stars 
Seemed to write her name in heaven, and I looked 
For ever upward, lifusic, with all its power 
To charm, passed away unheeded, if its voice 
Was not in 'cordance with her own ; my hopes, 
My fears, my joys, were all for her ; my prayew 
Were but a murmuring of her, a- 
Whispering of its spirit to its God 
Through her, and when I sleeped and dreamed, slio 
Came and poured into my ears rich melodies. 
Till the soul, entranced, looked through the golden arch 
Of paradise.. I knew it waa a sin 
For me to hang my whole existence on 
A thread that time would break ; for me to love 
So wildly well, that earth, and heaven, and Ood, 
Were h^ together by a feeble breath. 

V 
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But thus it was, and I had grown a blind 

Idolater, worshipping at earthly shrines, 

And drinking from broken cisterns which have 

Never satisfied the soul, tiU the temple 

God was overthrown and broken, and I 

Was left without a hope, save that which sj>rang 

From out the ruins of despair* 



LOVE ETERNAL. 

Love's breath is in the vernal breeze 
That fans the cheek on twilight eves ; 

Love's breath exhales from out the rose, 
When mom unfolds its crimson leaves. 

Love's breath is in the murmuring soiind 
That o'er the babbling fountain rings;; 

Love's breath is in the little song 

. The little bird to nature sings. 

Love's breath. from .yonder starry worlds 

Comes down in ether, pure and bright: 
Love's breath is in the winter's storm. 

And in the summer breeze of night ; 
Warm looks of love from nature's iace 

Allure me to her beating heart ; 
Lost in her fond and pure embrace. 

My breast forgets its aching smart 

Love*8 breath-^it is God's holy breath 

That unto thee, my heart, is given — 
Whose gentle impulse, sweet and pure. 

Doth softly raise thee up to heaven, ! 
There shall that earthly plant put forth 

Eternal flowers, that ne'er shall fedl ; 
Ah ! I shall love ! and love ! and lo veil 

Since love is but the life of all ! 



A LAY FOR THE HARP. 

Fm from thee now, I'm from thee noior, 

I miss thee from my side ; 
And all alone, and all alone, 

I'm floating down time's tidCf 
And wearily, and drear^y, 
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My life-boat speeds along ; 

For she has gone, 

For she has gone, 
Who cheered me with her son '7. 

I miss thee now, I miss thee no ..-, 

Though other forms are near; 
For only thou, for only thou, 

To me art ever dear. 
I hoar their laugh, their ringing laugh, 
And then I think of theo ; 
For only thine, 
For only thine. 
Is music unto me. 

I'm sighing now, I'm sighing now. 

Throughout the dreary day ; 
For her I love, for her! love, 

I left far, fur away. 
And when I think, I can but thin!:, 
That she may prove untrua ; 
That maddening thought, 
With misery iVaught, 
Turns all to sable hue. 

Those eyes so bright, whose beaming light. 

Would cheer my lonely heart ; 
And o'er my soul sweet transports roll, 

And bid all cares depart — 
No more I see, no more I see. 
For she is from my side ; 
And all alone. 
And all alone, 
I'm floating down time's tide. 



ONCE I DID LOVE. 

I LOVED little Hatty — yes — once I did lovo— 

I tried every way my devotion to prove ; 

When she loaned on my arm and chatted away, 

I kept thinking and. thinking what more J could say. 

She oared not for jewels — she cared not for gold — 
That these should be hers — she once had boon told ; 
I ne'er shall forget the jmswer it brought ! 
Kind air t .Hatty's love can nevor he bought I 



\ 
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She cared not for praises — with everything fai 
I did her beautiful self compare 
The stars, the birds, the flowers, the snow — 
She'd laugh and say — she knew 'twas so ! 

Stranger still — she cared not for fame ! 
I told her the world was sounding my name ; 
She tossed back her curls in a right witching ' 
Replying — Is all of it truth that they say ? 

Misfortune came o'er me — my fame had gone, 
My riches like the dew had flown ; 
I told little Hatty my hopes were all fled — 
To *^ir\\e of me now, as one thinks of the dead 

Then — then — how she raised her speaking eye 
And her angel voice breathed this in reply : 
If fortune, if praises, if fame, are all gone, 
I will love you, dearest, for yourself alone. 



A SERENADE. 

How shall I picture thee, ladye fair. 

How thine enchantments tell ? 
How shall I sing of thy raven hair, 

How of thy bosom's swell ? 
Duskily drooping o'er summer seas 

Lowers the motionless night ;. 
Qently the waves with the morning brcezs 

Heave in the rosy light. 

Soft is the sigh of the ravished shell. 

That moans for its parted seas ; 
Sad is the dang of the passing bell, 

As it dies on the evening breeze ; 
Sweetly arising from twilight trees 

The notes of the night-bird swell ; 
But softer, and sweeter, and sadder than th< 

Are the murmurs of love's fw^well. 



J 



LOVB POEMS. 85 



LOVE'S GENTLE HINT 

/ ^e iive long to love, and hare cause to love those fop whom n 
long to live. 

Tbouoh constant as the gentle dove 

My loved one may appear ; 
Though when he speaks, his actions j)royo 

That every word's sincere ; 

Yet, as each moment that we live 

Takes something from our youth. 
At love's sweet shrine, O take and give 

The recompense of truth ! 

Toung Cupid feels a fond delight 

Poor mortals to mislead ; 
But Hymen, with a constant light, 

Bewaids them in his stead. 

By him relieved from anxious care. 

We safely may repose ; 
But an our hopes a thorn must bear. 

Till Hymen guards the rose. 



LOVE'S RETURN. 

At length they coldly met to part ; 

No love was in his eye — 
" 1 give me, give me back my heart," 

Was all that she could cry. 

** In happy days, alas, gone by ! 

You breathed a loving vow ; 
(All fond and trusting then was 1), 

Do you forswear it now ?" 

She gazed upon his well-known form. 

And on his cold, calm eye ; 
" 1 give me back my whole, whole heart," 

"Was all that she could cry. 

He gave her back some trifling toys ; 

A braid — a lock of hair — 
'* O ! can you give me back my heart ?" 

She cried, in love's despair I 
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The gentle moon was shining down, 
As the sweet moon only can ; 

And showed the lovers there estranged — 
The maiden and the man. 

" 0! Edward, can yon leave me so ?" 

The maid heard no reply ; 
But saw that love was kindling 

In the glances of his eye. 

Why should just then, a friendly doud, 

The silver moon obscure ?• 
I thought I saw a fond embrace f 

'Twas dark, I. was not sure. 

Again the gentle moon shone fair, 
As the sweet moon only can ;. 

The clock struct twelve ; but still were ther 
The maiden and the man. 



DISAPPOINTMENT. 

She is gazing on the road-iside, 

She is looking o'er the lawn, 
At the dim and distant cloud-line 

Into which he long hath gone ; 
There are tears beneath her eyelids, 

There are murmurs in her sighs, 
And she thinks upon his promises. 

And tears stand in her eyes. 

All the flowers of spring have withered, 

All the meadow-furze turned brown, 
And the skies that first were tinted, 

Have been clouded with a frown ; 
Gorgeous dyes of golden autumn 

Have been hung upon the trees. 
And a whisper of deep sadness 

Courses in every sighing breeze. 

He hath said that when the hill-sides 
Have grown golden with the com ; 

And the tall and crowding tree-tops 
Worn the colours of the dawn, — 
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lie would Qt*^a& tlicu ^eel hia ToviBg) 

He would cGoso for eFermor^ 
And retura imto the maiden 

That stiU loved him as before. 

And her heart reia<?[i3WTa sadly,. 

E^Tj flylldble thAt feU, 
Like a true and triLEity promifvc, 

On the ear that hti&rd it well } 
Thenefbrfi gaj££i# ihe in ^kuee^ 

Far across the distant lawn, — 
Therefore peers into the cloud-lino 

Where her lover- long hath go^e. 

But, alaa t the shadows gather^ 

And the evaiii^ pall drc^pa down, 
Axid the ever-truiiting miiidt^n 

Sees her helpIe^M lii>|jeH all drown ; 
Tenra are strenuiini; frttm hi-r lyehda, 

Sobs are brbjikjng hiom her breast, 
Aad she turrm hat sod way homeward, 

With her anxious fears oppressed. 



THE LAST APPEAL. 

Is there no hope ? the convict cried 

Within this narrow cell ; 
Alust I within these gloomy walls 

for ever, ever dwdl ? 

"^ **<>» it cannot, cannot be — 
^ I larxst not perish here ; 
^A ^^ ^^ earth does love me yet, 
-^^d that one is most dear. 

^ ^^ijonghts are here within these walls, 
^^^^ <2.1iaer the convict's heart ; 
^ ^^ought but death— cold, bitter death, 
^^"^ sever us apart. 

^j^^^'^n I hope with unstained heart, 
4ii.^ ^^ ^'er again be free ? 
^^j^^^t there* 8 one bright " star of hope," 
"^-^ "«t»r of hope," is thee. 
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Could I but see again that face 

Which beamed with hope and love, 

Then would my heart be gladdened, girl, 
Be gladdened by thy love. 



^* SMILE AGAIN." 

! Smilb again, for thy smile's like the brillwnt glow. 

Of the southern sun at the noontide hour, 
As it flashes o'er waters that sparkling flow, 
Or glows mid the flowers of the orange bower. 

i Thus sunshine for ever shall rest on the heart 

; That is blest with the smiles of thy love ; 

And the gladness of heart shall never depart, 
i Till exchanged for the glories above. 

I Then smile yet again, and the heart will forget 

Earth's sorrows, its cares, and its fears ; 
I 'TwiU forget that there is aught on earth for it yet, 

t But gladness, unmingled with tears. 



/ 



TURN NOT AWAY ! 

TiTRN not away ! I will not speak 
The tender words of vanished years ; 

The roses slumbering on thy cheek 
I will not wet again with tears. 

My heart, poor foolish thing, shall not 
Murmur again its useless prayer 

To one who has its sighs forgot, 
The breathings of its wild despair. 

I will forget departed hours. 

When our young bosoms heaved to love. 
As 'neath the vine-endrcled bowers, 

We watched the glittering worlds above. 

But should my feeble brain give way. 
And swear from thee it cannot part ; 

Thou must forgive the simple lay, 
That wanders from a withered heart* 
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I know at times it will roturn, 
To look within thy tender eyc>s 

As flowers their thirsty petals turn 
To greet the raindrop in the skies. 

And when I see thy tresses wave, 
Like silken threads, upon the air. 

Condemn me not, if still I bravo 
The anger of a breast so fair. 

Think of the vow you murmured, vrhon 
Love's fond aflfoction seemed tu end ; 

Tou could not love, you said, but then 
You e'er would own mo as a friend. 

I ask no more — till something new 
Fans into fire the smothered llaine ; 

That something will proceed from you— 
Then blame not if I love again. 



AMORE INFELICE. 

LiKB a flash that lights the welkin, 

Like a star whose course has i ui, 
Hope come into my spirit — 

It came, and it has gone ! 
Like the torch of life extinguished, 

Or a star sunk in the main, 
Hope in my lonely spirit 

Will never bum again. 
Within the breast now passions 

In after time may burq ; 
But first love's might and beauty 

Can never more return. 

Oft, on the brightest morning. 

The gathering storm will lower, 
Oft lingering winter seizes 

The spring's first opening flower. 
Thus doth the meteor wildly soar, 

Then sink into the main ; 
Thus Love may light his bright torch onco, 

Tet light it not again ; 
And hope, that lives through many a night, 

May thus expire in gloom, 
And the heart that swells with youth's warm blood 

Find but a living tomb. 
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These words — the last farewell of love — 

Were better left unsaid ; 
For soon, when thou shalt think of me, 

'Twill be as of the dead. 
We have loved and we are i)arted, 

As wide as pole from pole ; 
And a heaven-high wall of adamant 

Divides us soul from soul. 
Bat yet cast on the words J trace 

An idly curious glance, 
As on some tale of love and faith. 

In days of old romance. 

I saw; thee and I loved thee — 

I felt thou wert in worth 
As high above humanity 

As heaven above the earth. . 
I did not think to love tliee ; 

But as time onward flew, 
The power and influence of thy soul 

Upon my own I. knew. 
For the feeling grew to madness. 

All medicine above, . 
And then I looked into my hearty 

And saw that it was love. 

We are parted by a strange decree.— 

The spirits twined by heaven. 
And formed to be each other's bliss, 

Apart are rudely riven. 
I see thee as the erring see 

Their guardian angels part ;. 
As the wretch gives up the last life-hope 

That cheered his fainting heart ; 
I look to thee as erst God's sons. 

Cast downwards for their sin. 
Looked up to heaven's high battlement^ 

But might not enter in. 

But go thy way, I wouldnot pluck 

From thy dear heart one thought J 
It would not make thee happier^. 

So let me be forgot: 
Lone to anew existence, 

I hasten to d^cay, 
With none to smile; with none to cheer 

My solitary way ; 
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Save hope to meet thee yet above — 
Thai hope will not depart — 

But lingering in the wreck of life 
Supports my sinking heart. 

Far shall I wander, though to me 

The sun of joy is dim ; 
What, for the wretch deprived of thee, 

"What joy remains for him ! 
lie can have no ambition — 

He will not strive for fame, 
And on the clarion blast of praise 

Thou wilt not hear his name. 
If in the world thou meet him. 

Look not on him with dread ; 
Thou wilt not see the withered heart 

That in his breast lies dead. 



THE WIDOW^S WOOER 

II R woos me with those honeyed worJs 

That women love to hear, 
Those gentle flatteries that iiill 

So sweet on every ear : 
He tells me that my. face is fair, 

Too fair for grief to shade ; 
My cheeks, he sayS) were never meant 

In soroow's gloom to fade. 

He stands be»ide me when I sing 

The songs of. other, days, 
And whispers in love's thrilling tones. 

The words of heartfelt praiHO ; 
And often, in my eyes he looks. 

Some answering love to see ; : 

In vain — he there can only read | 

The faith of memory. I 

I 
He little knows what thoughts awake I 

With every gentle word ; | 

How, by his looks and tones, the founts 

Of tenderness are stirred : 
The visions of my youth return, 

Joys far too bright to last, 
And while he speaks of future bliss, 

I think but of the past. i 
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Like lamps in eastern sepulchres, 

Amid my heart's deep gloom, 
Affection sheds its holiest light 

Upon my husband's tomb : 
And as those lamps, if brought once mora 

To upper air, grow dim, 
So my soul's love is cold and dead, 

Unless it glow for him. 



LAY, 



A LAY of love ! ask yonder sea 

For wealth its waves have closed 'Upon — 
A song fix>m stem Thermopylae — 
A battle-shout from Marathon ! 
Look on my brow I Reveals it nought ? 

It hideth deep rememberings, 
Enduring as the records wrought 
Within the tombs of Egypt's kings ! 
Take thou the harp — I may not sing — 

Awake the Teian lay divine, 
Till fire from every glowing string 
Shall mingle with the flashing wine ! 

The Theban lyre but to the sun 

C^ve forth at mom its answering tone : 
So mine but echoed when the one, 

One sunlit glance was o'er it thrown. 
The Memnon sounds no more ! my lyre — 

A veil upon tkjr strings is flung : 
I may not wake the chords of fire — 
The words that bum upon my tongue. 
Fill high the cup ! I may not sing — 

My hands the crowning buds will twine ! 
Pour— till the wreath I o'er it fling 
Shall mingle with the rosy wine ! 

No lay of love! the lava-stream 

Hath left its trace on heart and brain ! 
No more — no more ! the maddening theme 

Will wake the slumbering fires again I 
Fling baok the shroud on buried years — 

HaQ, to the ever- blooming hours ! 
We'll fill Time's glass with mby tears, 

And twine his bald, old brow with flowers I 
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FiU high 1 fill high ! I may not dng— 
Strike forth tho Toian lay divine, 

Till flro from ovory glowing Htring 
Shall mingle with tho flaahing wine I 



TO 80PIIIA.-A VALENTINE. 

Onb lonile of thine, dear lovely maid, 

Would glad thia bosom moru 
Than glittering gumn, or diadema, 

Or India'* goldun Htoro. 

What is this world, with all iU toys, 

Which m«)n ho liighly prize, 
But fading, moHt unccrluiu joys, 

UuvHluud by the wise ? 

Wealth, like tho gaudy butterfly, 

Looks tomptin^i?, bright and gay ; 
But Htrutoh your liand to maze thu prize, — 

It yields to quick decay 1 

And grandeur, beauty, fame and power. 

Have but their sunny side ; 
Thoy shik, in fate's unlucky hour, 

In dark oblivion's tide. 

But yours, dear maid, tho charms which last, 

While eartlily things decay ; 
Good sense and virtue — hold them fust. 

Their perfume lasts for aye. 

And O, be mine the luijipy part, 

To sliase those chanus witli th(H), 
Through lifu's hIkAI hour, joined hand and heart, 

Till heaven sluiU set us free ! 



LINES TO FRANCES. 

I WOULD" have sung of thee befow. 

The song that friendship loves to sing ; 

But envy's withoriuK iin^ors tore 
From oif my heart the willing string. 



r 
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All now is past, and I am free 

To wake my lyre to mirth or woe ; 

And from my heart there comes for thee 
The words that long hath yearned to flow. 

When first we met, our hearts were gay 
As birds upon a summer day ; 
But mine, since then, has throbbed to pain, 
It could not feel and throb again. 

Thou know*st not what it is to bear 
Days, weeks, and months of ceaseless care, 
Till every wish and every sigh, 
Was that ^e heart might break and die. 

No sorrow yet has filled thy breast — 
Peace is its undisturbed guest. 
But thou, methinks, canst feel for those 
Crushed 'neath a giant weight of woes. 

I know thou canst, for in thine eyes. 
So soft and bright, the spirit lies : 
And on its brow the glance may traca 
'Virtues that would an angel grace. 

• Give me> thy smile in lonely hour — 
'Twill be like dew upon the flowers, 
Whose fragile form the sun's fierce gleam 
Has withered ere its sweets were seen. 



/ 



I'LL THINK OF THEE I 

'When the moon doth rise on high, 
And stars' are glistening in the sky, 
'When every flower asleep doth lie — 
rU think of thee! 

^ When the trees all bare appear, 
"Casting their leaves so dry and sere, 
'Whispering gently winter's near — 
I'll think of thee ! 

'When spring doth come with lovely flowers^ 
Wakening the heart to happy hours 
*0f the long-forgotten past of oius — 
Xll think of thee! 
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Wnen summer days draw to a closf, 
And hushed all flowerets in reposr, 
And peacefully the streamlet flowb — 
I'll think of thee ! 



HUSH, MY HEART ! 

HrsH) my heart, thy bitter wailin^s ! 

Let thy murmurs all be stilled ! 
Tears at least are unavailing, 

Since the fiite youVe met was wil!ed; 
•See it, read it in each action, 

And O, ponder 6*er it well ! 
This great truth, unmixed with fiction, 

Hollow hearts with coquettes dwell. 

Yet, my heart,. I'll not upbraid thee, 

If thy murmurs still should fluw 
Against one who did betray thee. 

While she claimed thee for her beau : 
Por there is a tender sadness 

In the heart when tears do flow, 
That will heal its wounds in gladnet;3, 

And give triumph o'er the foe. 



TO THE BEAUTIFUL UNKNOWN. 

Thou art lovely as the ocean 

Flowing o'er the coral shoals. 
When the breeze with gentle motion 

Its transparent water rolls 
In gentle swelling billows 

To some odour breathing isle, — 
Which ou its bosom pillows 

As on beauty sits a smile. 

I liken thee to nature 

In summer's gorgeous hue — 
Thy cheeks its blooming feature, 

Thine eyes its heaven's blue — 
Thy voice like to a warbling bird, 

To a fragrant orange grove, — 
Now like the nightingale 'tis heard, 

Now plaintive like the dove. 
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To the throbbiniJrB of the heart, 
Thtn purest art tJbou uf thy ifiK| 

'* Yi>img Peri of the CrMt 1" 
Thy rank m life I do not know. 

Or have I hmttd thy name 
Or do 1 canej or high, or low, 

To me thoa art the same. 

Thou art yery^ very beantiftil, 

The ideal langi^d to j*eo ; 
Would that my soul were dutiful 

To it^ Maker as to thee. 
For as we knelt before the shrine 

My heart essayed to pray, 
Yet one Ternenibered glance of thino' 

Drove thoughts of heaven away.. 

O, would that I had met thee 

Ere life had lost its charm !' 
But now I nmst t'i>]-i4t;i tLi-t:^ 

I would in^t wyrk thco harm. 
And like a jjtJxMitti all calm aboye^ 

When torretit* rush beneath. 
My bosom passion- tossed by lovoj. 

Must show as calm as death. 



A VALENTINE. 

Dear maid, whose tones and looks impact 
A healing balsam to this woimdod heart, 

O, to this doting, liiixii.nus Jh;ii-| nu^huoj 

And choose me for thy life-long Valentihe ! 

Slow are the hours I pass away from thee, 
But in thy presence, hours and evenings flee ; 
O fondly then, t:oiist!iii, i*j i^a^^.- tiiiA lioii t, 
And name the day when we no more shall pact ! 

Thy absence is the cause of all my woe — 
Thy presence is to me a heaven below ;, 
Then, dearest, from this hoiir my heart indine,. 
And be my loving, constant Y alenline U 
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TO. CARRIE. 

others, long-loved ones, are crowding around thoc, 
. eyes borrow lustre they knew not beifore^ — 
friends, with love-fotters, have tenderly bound thoo, — 
3 me but one thought, and I ask no more ! 

are some times, when the heart growethlow in its beating ; 
re are moments when all of us turn to the past ; 
are hopes that each day grow more certainly fleotinllj, — 
I the wreck of each looks like the wreck of tiio last ! 

1 ever such gloom let down over thy heaven, 
I memory offer her jewels to thee, — 
g them thou' It find, at a single glance even, 
gleam of a thought ever cheri^ed by me. 



THE BROKEN-HEARTED. 

The spring is here, with buds of flowers — 

Joy leads with mirth the dancing hours ;, 

But ah, within, my. heart a spring. 

Its cheerful smiles can ever bring ! 

For a deep-burning love is here. 

That crisps and withers all that's £sur : 

A love that bums with no return, 

TiU life's frail lamp shall cease to bum, 

'Tis in my dreams alone I'm blest ; 

Then dwells his vision in my breast : ' 

With anguish deep>soou comes the day. 

To tear the idol form away. 

But, hush ! Oh darling, darling pride. 

Come, fix thy dwelling by my side ; 

Be thou my friend — if I must die. 

Love's victim — let not man know why t 



TO M. J. H. 

lNB thou art one, crowned with the fadoloss wreath 

>f purity — being whose wildest breath 
Begets no tumult wave — gentle and kind — 
hoyely in feature— lovelier. fSar in mind : 
o 
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Tliy friendship, riches, and thy heart's control, 
An amulet, deep, sparkling in the soul. 
A word well chosen, and a thought sublime, 
Thou hast for all who meet thee on thy way— 
A look to strengthen, and a word to say 
Some weary ones along the sands of time. 
So wing thee on thy mission, gentle one, 
Remembering oft that thou art not alone, 
Until thy soul, which from the sky was given, 
Shall melt away into the bliss of heaven. 



FORGIVE AND FORGET. 

Forgive thee ? yes ! though many a fault were thine. 
Still should they all be laid upon the shrine 
Where dark oblivion treasures every debt, 
And softly whispers, here thou miay'st forget. 

Forget ! O, as I truly hope for heaven, 

So tanly shalt thou ever be forgiven ; 

And though the past be tinctured with regret, 

Yet from my inmost soul I would forget. 



LOVE AND HEAVEN. 

Lone, by her casement sits a maiden, 

It is a lovely autumn eve. 
The snowy shoulder, lately laden 

"With cumbrances 'tis glad to leave. 
Is but half hid by jetty tresses, 

Which, fettered in the day, must griG\ve 
To give again those soft caresses, 

To feel again that bosom heave. 

The pallid. cheek can speak of scorn, 

The drooping eyelid tell of love — 
Both say, alas, that never morrow 

As bright as yesterday may prove'] 
Ah, hopes she would have gladly cherished. 

As cherishes her young Sie dove. 
Had almost on their birth-night perished. 

Ere scarce their fragile forms could move! 
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Her lan^niid eye to heaven she mi.eta, 

A brilliant star with fervour beiiius 
On her, who with like fervour, j^/.eth, 

As if she there beholds the gleams 
Of joy, that o*er her spirit ever 

Had passed in blissful, early dreams.: 
She knows, ah, bitter truth, that never 

In life can love be what it seems 1 

Her white arms to the star extendinr, 

She strives to clasp it to her breast, 
As if the heavenly star were bending . 

To bear her to the regions blest — 
As if by earthly love forsaken, 

And wearied of the heart's mnrcet. 
To that embrace she would be taken. 

And star-like sink adown the west. 

Again the lovely eyelid droopoth, 

Falleth again the fragile arui, — 
A radiant angel o'er her stoopeth, 

The throbbing heart is almost calm — 
The deep, sore wounds of falsehood's burning 

Will now, at length, receive their balm, 
Those piercing pangs no more returning. 

Can till her bosom with alarm. 

Angelic forms are o'er her winging, 

"To lead her on from earthly cares, 
Angelic voices round are singing, 

"Their beautiful unearthly airs ; 
Angelic hands of flowers are twining, 

A rosy stairway to the stars. 
And heaven ittolf afar is shining. 

To yield the joys that earth debars. 

How softly, lowly, sweetly, slowly. 

Chanting the circling soraph-band ; 
O, ** dying, dying," speak those holy. 

Wanderers from the spirit-land ! 
And "dying," breathes the maiden faintly, 

And faintly moves her snow-white hand, 
Which seems almost a pinion saintly, 

That may e'en upon earth expand. 

A« if a moment to recall her, 

The wind breathes rt'er the sighing-trees ; 
Can anghtlhat's earthly still enthrall her. 

Who haahearS BngeUtoneslike these 1 
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The wind sighs like that faithless lover ! 

The lover fled — so flees the breeze ! 
The maid, the tree, their lives are over, 

Nought left but ghastly images ! 

Ghastly, yet beautiful — behold her ! 

All mute, and motionless and pale ! 
She died alone — no tongue has told her 

Anew — the crufixion tale. 
She died alone— ne'er a physician 

Prescribed, nor did a friend bewail ; 
0, when like hers, the heart's condition. 

Friends or physicians ne'er avail! 

Ye minstrels, o'er that "being beauteous.'' 

Your sweetest, saddest requiem pour ; 
Ye maids whose lovers yet are duteous, 

O weep for her who weeps no more ! 
Her sweet blue eye hath gazed on heaven, 

Her foot hath pressed its blessed shore, 
The boon of endlesss love is given. 

She weeps no more— O never more! 



WOMAN ! 



In infancy from woman's breast, 

We draw the food by nature given : 
She lulls our childish pangs to rest. 

And cheers us as a beam from heaven ! 
When woman smiles, she has the power 

To heal our griefe, to calm our fears ; — 
Should sickness wound — should fortune lower, 

She shares our sorrows — dries our tears ! 

And she can soothe the cares of age. 

As rolls Time's furrowing course along ;. 
Can cheer us with the classic page, 

Or charm us with the magic song.. 
When,, stretch' d upon the bed of death, 

Departing nature struggling lies ; 
At that dread pause — when the next broalhi 

May waft our spirit to the skies : 

When the soul views the narrow verge,. 

Close on the confines of the grave ; 
And now it longs its flight to urge — 

Nor wishes for an arm to save : 



'.I. -v 

To .».■ 
Am. 



Anil, : 
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Who cheers that dreary scene of woe ? 

"Who speaks of peace, and joy, and love ? 
"VVlio wipes the tear-drops as they flow ? 

'TU woman, sent Irom heaven above. 

' Tis she receives our parting sigh, 

' Tis she who hears our latest breath, 
'Tib she who seals tho closing eye. 

And whispers peace and ho^M) in death ! 
And when the mournful scene is past, 

'Tis woman weeps upon our bier : 
Silent, yet long her sorrows last. 

Unseen she sheds affection's tear. 

On earth she is the truest friend. 

That is to man in mercy given, 
And, when this fleeting life sliall end, 

She'll Uve for purer joys iu heaven. 
Oh, woman ! woman ! thou wast made. 

Like heaven's own pure and lovely light. 
To cheer life's dark and desert shade, 

And guide man's errriug footsteps right. 



LOUISA. 



I MBT Lo'uisa in the s'nade ; 

And, having seen that lovely maid. 

Why should I fear to say 

That she is ruddy, fleet, and strong ; 

And down the rocks can leap along. 

Like rivulets of May ? 

And she hath smiles to earth unknown ; 
Smiles, that with motion of their own 
Do spread, and sink, and rise ; 
That come and go with endless play. 
And ever as they pass away, 
Are hidden in her eyes. 

She loves her fire, her cottage homo ; 
Yet o'er the moorland will she roaui 
Li weather rough aod bleak ; 
And when against the wind she strains, 
Oh I might I kiss the mountain rains 
That sparkle on her cheek. 
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Tako all that's mine ^^ beneath the moon/' 

If I with her but half a noon 

May sit beneath the walls 

Of some old cave, or mossy nook, 

When up she winds along the brook, 

To hunt the waterfedls. 



SHE SAID' " LIFE WAS A WEARINESS." 

She sat alone, with her young head bowed 

Like a lily, before the blast ; 
O'er her spirit's horizon was stealing a doud. 

And the shadow was gathering fast. 

I whispered gently, ** O- maiden fair t 

Of the pure and spotless brow, 
It may not be tha^, sorrow and care 

Set their signet on such as thou ?" 

She raised her blue eyes, suffused with tears, 

" O ! say not thus," she cried : 
" I am old in sorrow, though young in years — 

Yes, grief ajid I are allied. 

'* But a few there were who loved mo of yore, 

But cold — cold now is their fillow ; 
Two sleep their last sleep on a foreign shore, 

And one 'neath the dark, foaming billow. 

*' And my heart's * first chosen,' I loved him long, 

But my love he coldly slighted ; 
He deemed as an idle tale or song. 

The vows we so sacredly plighted. 

** I have learned that earth's friendships are but as the < 

Or the ripple that plays o'er the ocean ; 
At the shrine of the false, I had deemed it true — 

I have squandered my heart's warm devotion. 

" The rainbow tints of my childhood's dreams 

Have one by one departed ; 
And the transient light of their fitful gleams 

Has loft me broken* hearted. 
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** Then tell me not, that sorrow and care 

Have no place on so young a brow, 
My spirit* B grown old with its weight of despair, 

And life is » weariness now. 

'* O! say not so, fiiir maiden," I cried, 

'* Come bathe in the tide, that is streaming 
From Ood*s throne on high, for tho fount is ne'er dr>. 
E'en now, its bright waters are gleaming.'* 

** I know there is balm in * Giload,"* she said, 
" For the lonely, and broken-hearted;" 

She raised her meek face, the cloud it had fled, 
Lo I the shadow had all departed ! 



LOVERS BITTER WORD, 

'TwAS but a word— a little word. 

Yet doth it seem a venomod dart, 
Commissioned by some fiendish foe, 

To pierce my inmost heart. 
Had but another sent it forth. 

It ne*er had reached its destined mark ; 
But weary-winged had sunk to earth, 

A flood- extinguished spark. 

'Twas but a word— a little word. 

Yet e'er its torturing echo rings 
Through each sad chainber of my heart, 

Like voice of thunderings. 
From lips less dear that word had come. 

Bereft of power thus deep to wound ; 
Then had it fedlen on my ear 

A fEiint, unheeded sound. 

'Twas but a word— a little word, 

And yet it seems a noxious weed. 
Which flings its branches far and wide. 

And scatters viperous seed. 
It might have sprung on other soil. 

And but a blighted stem have been ; 
Nor poisoned all the genial air 

My poiudise within. 



\ 
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'Twas but a word— a little word, 

And yet it seems a darksome cloud 
Which, snares each sun-ray as it fiEdls, 

And wraps it in its shroud. 
Another might ha\e bid it rise, 

And stiU my happiness would live ; 
Then, then I could forget, but now 

J only can forgive. 

'Twas but a word, I oft repeat — 

Would that 'neath Lethe's under wave. 
Where resurrection cannot reach. 

It filled a nameless grave ! 
But, ah ! despite, still clings the dart, 

Still doth the mighty echo sound ; 
The noxious plant, the blackening doud, 

Fling pain aud gloom around. 



/ 



THE SLEEPING BEAUTY: 

*• A TALE OP FORESTS AND ENCHANTMENTS DBEAIL," 

II Fenserow. 

sister, 'tis the noon of night I — 

Let us, in the web of thought. 
Weave the threads of ancient song. 

From the realms of Fairies brought. 

Thou Shalt stain the dusky warp 

In nightshade wet with twilight dew : 
I, with streaks of morning gold, 

Will strike the fiibric through and through. 

Where a lone castle by the sea 

Uproarod its dark and mouldering pile^ 
Far seen with all its frowning towers. 

For many and many a weary mile ; 
The wild waves beat the castle walls, 

And bathed the rock with ceaseless showen, 
The winds roared fiercely round the pile, 

And moaned along its mouldering towen. 
Within those wide and echoing haUjg, 

To guard her from a £9ttal spell,. 
A maid of noble lineage bom. 

Was doomed in solitude to dwelL 
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Five fiiirios graced the infimt'H birth 

With fame and beauty, wealth and ])owcr, 
The mxth, by one fell stroke revcrHed 

The lavish splendours of her dower. 
Whene'er the orphan's lily hand, 

A spindle's shining point should picrco. 
She swore upon her magic wand, 

The maid should sleep a hundred yeoni. 
The wild waves beat the castle wall, 

And bathed the rock with ceaHclcHS showorH ; 
Dark, heaving billows plunge and full 

In whitening foam beneath the towers. 
There, rocked by winds and lulled by wuvcm, 

In youthful grace the maiden grew, 
And from her solitary dreams 

A sweet and pt^nsive pleasure drew. 
Yet often, from her lattice high. 

She gazed athwart the gathering night, 
To mark the sea-gulls wheeling by. 

And longed to follow in their flight. 
One winter night, beside tho hearth 

She sat and watched the smouldering ftro, 
While now the tempests seemed to lull, 

And now the winds rose higher and higher — 
Strange sounds are heard along the wall, 

Dim faces glimmer through the glooin-i- 
And still mysterious voices cull, 

And shadows tlit from room to room — 
Till, bending o*er the dying brands, ' 

She chanced a sudden gleam to see : 
She turned the sparkling embers o'er, 

And lo ! she tinds a golden key I- 
Lured on, as by an unseen hand. 

She roamed the castle o'er and o'er-- 
Through many a darkling chamber sped. 

And many a dusky corridor : 
And still, tlirough unknown, winding ways 

She wandered on for many an hour, 
For gallery still to gallery leads. 

And tower still succeeds to tower. 
Oft, wearied with the steep ascent, 

She lingered on her lonely way. 
And paused beside the pictured walls. 

Their oountleKS wonders to survey. 
At length, upon a narrow stair. 

That wound within a turret high, 
GQie saw a little low-browed door, 

And turned, ber golden key to try ; 
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Slowly, beneath her trembling hand, 

The bolts recede, and backward flung, 
"With harsh recoil and sullen clang 
The door upon its hinges swung. 
There, in a little moonlit room. 

She sees a weird and withered crcne, 
Who sat and spun amid the gloom, 

And turned her wheel with drowsy drone;- 
With mute amaze and wondering awe, 

A passing moment stood the maid. 
Then, entering at the narrow door. 

More near the mystic task surveyed. 
She saw her twine the flaxen fleece. 

She saw her draw the flaxen thread. 
She view*d the spindle's shining point, 

And, pleased, the novel task surveyed. 
A sudden longing seized her breast 

To twine the fleece, to turn the wheel : 
She stretched her lily hand, and pierced 

Her finger with the shining steel ! 
Slowly her heavy eyehds close, 

She feels a drowsy torpor creep 

From limb to limb, till every sense 

Is locked in an enchanted sleep. 

A dreamless slumber, deep as night, 

In deathly trance her senses locked ;■ 
At once through all its massive vaults. 

And gloomy towers the castle K>cked : 
The beldame roused her from herlair, 

And raised on high a mournful wail — • 
A shnlly scream that seemed to float 

A requiem on the dying gale, 
** A hundred years shall pass," she said, 
" Ere those blue eyes behold the mom, 
Ere these deserted halls and towers 

Shall echo to a bugle-horn. 
A hundred Norland winters pass. 

While drenching rains and drifting snows, 
Shall beat against the castle walls,r 

Nor wake them from their long repose. 
A hundred times the golden grain 

Shall wave beneath the harvest moon. 
Twelve hundred moons shall wax and wan9 

Ere yet thine eyes behold the sun !" 
She ceased : but stiU the mystic rhyme 

The long-resounding aisles prolong, • 
And all the castle's echoes chinie 
In assweiing cadieuc^ \.o\uet ibotk!^« 
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She bore the maiden to her bower, 
An ancient chamber wide and low, 

Where golden sconces from the wall 
A feunt and trembling lustre throw ; 

A silent chamber, tax apart, 

Where strange and antique arras hung, 



That waved along the mouldering walls, i 

And in the gusty night-wind swung. ' 

She laid her on the ivory bed. 

And gently smoothed each snowy limb, > 

Then drew the curtain's dusky fold | 
To make the entering daylight dim. 



And all around, on every side, 
Throughout the castle's precincts wide 

In every bower and hall, 
All slept : the warder in the court, 
The figures on the arras wrought, 

The steed within his stall. 
No more the watch-dog bayed the moon, 
The owlet ceased her bodinj? tune. 

The raven on his tower, 
All hushed in slumber still and deep. 
Enthralled in an enchanted sleep. 

Await the appointed hour. 
A pathless forest, wild and wide,. 
Engirt the castle's inland side. 

And stretched for many a mile ;. 
So thick its deep, impervious screen. 
The cafitle towers were dimly seen 

Above the mouldering pile. 
So high the ancient cedars sprung, 
So feir aloft their branches fluug. 

So close the covert grew, 
No foot its silence could invade. 
Nor eye could pierce its depths of shaie, 

Or see the welkin through? 
Yet oft, as from some distant mound. 
The traveller cast his eyes around. 

O'er wold and woodland. gray, 
He saw, athwart the glimmering light 
Of moonbeams, on a misty night, 
A castle fur away.- 



I 
\ 
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A hundred Norland winters passed. 

While drenching rain and drifting SDOWSy 
Beat loud against the castle walls, 

Nor broke the maiden's long repose. 
A hundred times on vale and hill 

The reapers hound the golden com — 
And now the ancient halls and towe» 

Re-echo to a bugle-homi 

A warrior from a distant land, 

With helm and hauberk, spear and brand, 

And high, untarnished crest, 
By visions of enchantment led, 
Hath vowed, before the moniiE;j*s red. 

To bre^ her charmed rest. 
From torrid clime beyond the main 
He comes the costly prize to gain, 

O'er deserts waste and wide. 
No dangers daunt, no toils can tire : 
With throbbing heart and soul on fire 

He seeks his sleeping bride. 
He gains the old, enchained wood. 
Where never mortal footsteps trod, 

He pierced its tangled gloom ; 
A dullness loads the lurid, air, 
Where baleful swamp-fires gleam and glare, 

His pathway to illume. 
Well might the warrior's courage fail, 
Well might his lofty spirit quail. 

On that enchanted ground ; 
No open foeman meets him there. 
But, borne upon the murky air, 

Strange horror broods around ! 
At every turn his footsteps sank 
Mid tangled boughs and mosses dank, 

For long and weary hours — 
Till issuing from the dangerous wood, 
The castle full before him stood. 

With all its flanking towers ! 
The moon a paly lustre sheds ; 
Resolved, the grass- grown court he treadf*. 

The gloomy portal gained — 
He crossed the threshold's magic bound, 
He paced the hall, where all around 

A deathly silence reigned. 
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No fean his TenturouB counte could itay — 
Darkling he groped his dreary way 

Up the wide HtaircoAe sprang. 
It echoed to his mailed heel ; 
With clang of arms and clash of steel 

The silent chambers rang. 
He sees a glimmering taper glea:n 
Far off, with £eiint and trembling bearn, 

Athwart the midnight gloom : 
Then first he felt the touch of fear, 
As with slow footsteps drawing near, 

He gained the lighted room. 
And now the waning moon was low^ 
The perfumed tapers faintly glow, 

And, by their, dying gleam. 
He raised the curtain's dusky fold, 
And lo : his charmed eyes behold,. 

The lady of his dream ! 
As violets peep from wintry snows, 
Slowly her heavy lids unclose, 

And gently heaves her breast ; 
But all unconscious was her gaze, 
Her eye with listless languor strays 

From brand to plumy crest ; 
A rising blush begins to dawn 
Like that which steals at early mom 

Acrsss the eastern sky ; 
And slowly, as the morning broke. 
The maiden from her trance awoke 

Beneath his ardent eye!. 
As the first kindling sunbeams threw 
Their level light athwart the dew. 

And tipped the hills with flame, 
The silent forest-boughs were stirred 
With music, as from bee and bird, 

A mingling murmur came. 
From out its depths of tangled gloom 
There came a breath of dewy bloom, 

And from, the valleys dim 
A cloud of fragifmt incense stole, 
As if each violet breathed its soul 

Into that floral hj^xm. 
Loud neighed the steed within his stall, 
The cock crowed on the castle widl,. 

The warder wound his horn ; 
The linnet sang in. leafy bower, i 

The ■wallows twittering from the tower, \ 

Saluto the rosy mom, \ 
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But fresher than the rosy mom, 
And blither than the bugle- hora. 

The maiden's heart doth prove, 
"Who, as her beaming eyes awake, 
Beholds a double morning break — 
The dawn of light and love I 



MEMORY. 

Awake, my harp, thy sweetest tono, 
The loved one of my youth is near ; 

And though lofig, weary years have flown, 
Her voice as seraph's, sweet and clear — 

Xike dreamy music soothes my breast, 

And claims awhile my soufs unrest. 

-O, memory brings me back the hours 
When life was in its morning bloom 1 

"When every path was strewn with flowers 
That shed around their sweet perfume — 

And love beamed forth each new-bom day 

A purer, brighter, holier ray. 

IThe rude seat in the garden cove. 
High- arching o'er ancestral trees, — 

Jlere, oft we told our tales of love 
Unheard, save by the passing breeze, 

1 see it now, that mossy seat, 

'Where we, alas I no more may meet. 

The roses and the eglantines. 
The mocking-bird upon the bougli, 

The cottage canopied by vines, 
Are present to ray fancy now, — 

The creepers, with their cups of gold, 

And lilies sweet I now behold. 

And she, whose golden ringlets streamed 
Like sunbeams on a breast of snow : 

She whom I fondly, falsely deemed 
Mine own by every sacred vow ; 

'She starts before my fancy's sight, 

A being from the .realms of light. 
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As, since those days, through many climes 
My weary soul repose has sought — 

But O, those happy, joyous times 
Have never, never been forgot ; 

They've anchored steadfast in my heart, 

Nor would I break their links apart. 

The fancy's past; again I glide 
Upon tile river's foaming breast — 

The joy was false for which I sighed, 
Again my soul must know unrest. 

Is it not better not to know 

Joys which give birth to deeper woe ? 

Is it not better not to bask 

The heart in beaming beauty's smiles, 
At once the cruel joy unmask 

Which love-prone hearts to pain beguiles.; 
Than to a hope ephemeral cling, 
Whose sad memento is a sting ? 

And now, loved harp, a parting tone, 
One last sad sigh to moments dear, — 

Then make gay pleasure's notes thine own^ 
Nor thrill responsive to a tear. 

Henceforth, the dirge of hope shall bo 

A stranger-harp to thee and me. 



Jb'OND ATTACHMENT. 

Le I morning breaks : methinks till now 
I've seen it dawn with careless eyes, 

Nor long'd.to mark its radiant glow 
With gradual beauty fill the skies. 

But now from restless sleep I start, 
Eager its earliest light to see, 

Because, ere noon its fires shall dart, 
I know that I shall look on thee. 

Oh I how 1 copnt each weary hour 
Till that expected time is near I 

And watch if feet approach my bower. 
In hopes thy well known step to hear.1 
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Away all other interests driven, 

My life's sole care thou seem'st to be, 

As if that life were only given 

That I might think or look on thee. 

But when the mournful hour shall come 
That bids thee from our vales depart, 

And I, within my alter'd home, 
Shall commune with my. drooping hjearL. 

Beloved ! then a thick dark veil 
Will seem to drop o'er life and me. 

Till I thy blest return shall hail, 
And look with bashful joy on thee. 



SONG. 



Take back, take back these gifts and gold ; 

I crave no riches now : 
They will not heal a broken heart, 

Nor smooth a care-worn brow. . 

There was a dme when for Iter sake 

I valued pomp and show : 
But now yon bright and glist'ning gems- 

But mock my inward woe. 

Oh ! false yet most beloved one, 

How mem'ry clings to thee. 
And brings me back the very tones,. 

Sweet as they used to be !. 

Bright blushes mantled on thy cheek;. 

Soft waved thy chestnut hair : 
How could I deem there lurk'd deceit 

Beneath a form so fair ? 



EPITHALAMIUM. 

I'VE heard two bells at evening,. 
Mingle their silver chime 

On Eden's gale along the vale. 
O'er music's golden shrine ; 

O, they were sweeter, lovelier farj* 

For mingling in. the lambent air.. 



V 
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I've seen two summer lilies 

Bent o'er a gentle stream, 
Together twisted, in rapture shrined, 

In morning's rosy beam ; 
But in the evening's pensive charms. 
They faded in each other's arms» 

I've heard two lovely turtles, 

In autumn's russet dyes. 
Blend sweet their strains along the plains^ 

Like those of paradise ; 
Their little lives were peaceful dreams^ 
Among the woods, among the streams. 

I've seen two beautiful spangles 

Convene their virgin dews, 
TVith rainbows fraught, inspiring thought. 

Like panoramic views ; 
They dwelt in peace within a rose, 
Till morning's amorynthic close. 

So may two genial spirits 

Their hearts together twine. 
As vesper bells along the dells. 

Mingle their pleasant chime ; 
Then, O, what scenes of heavenly bliss 
Could rival the delights of this I 

Not like the modest lily. 

Nor yet the woodland bird; 
Not spangle bright in the morning Hght, 

Or bells at evening heard ; 
But, genial as the nymphs that sing 
In gardens of eternal spring I 



THE FINAL SEPARATION, 

Ah I who can feel the bursting sigh. 
And tell what vainly words endeavour ? 

Ah ! who can know the anguish high, 
When youthful bosoms part for ever ? 

This cheek hath rested upon thine^ 
This heart hath on thy bosom beat ; 

This hand hath sped thy clasp to join. 
This eye in thine hath melted sweet. 

H 



\ 
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My cheek rests on the cold grey stone, 
My heart hath lived from thine to sever.; 

My hand bat holds this ringlet lona, 
Mine eye hath seen thee part for ever. 

I've gazed upon yon moon's pale traco, 
To mark thy hour of absence wane, 

And still I looked upon her face. 
But ne'er shall look for thee again. 

I've listed for the footfall light, 

When the red stars were dimly burning^ 
And yet I listen to the night, 

But ne'er shall hear thy step returning. 

My head, ere eve, is weary soon, 
My fluttering heart is sick and chill ; 

My heavy eyes are dim at noon, 
My footsteps fail upon the hill. 



THE HUMBLE LOVER. 

Once I was cool, and free from love's alarms; 

Before me, then, sweet girls unheeded pass'd: 
But, now, lam a slave to beauty's charms. 

And feel a passion which too long may last. 

When the fair form of Emma strikes my eye, 

Pensive I mo am the cruelty of fate. 
Which nor on fortune's list has placed me high, 

Nor giv'n me feelings humble as my state. 

Oh, how my flutt'ring heart unequal beats, 
When the lov'd charmer's name salutes my ear, 

While pallid chills and quick succeeding heats 
Speak rising hope abash' d by coward fear 1 

If the heart's language be by looks displayed, 
If the soul's form be featur'd in the face, 

In Emma's eyes, with bear?ing smiles array'd, 
Serenely shine love, tenderness, and grace. 

By these embolden'd, let my lab'ring breast 
In simple strains breathe forth its humble lovo : 

And sure those looks, in sweetest mildness dress'd. 
At least will pity, .if th^y can't approve. 
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If (let kind HeaVn indulge my fond desire) 
Her eye should give me one enliv'ning ray, 

"What glovring raptures would my bosom fire ; 
How would my sorrows all be chased away I 

ITet dare I hope, when Fortune's not my friend, 
The fiEur«one'8 smiles should ever favour me P 

Mischance, I fear, my steps will still attend. 
While thus my state and passion disagree. 

Smraa, commis'rate then my heart-felt pain ; 

Let gentle pity in thy bosom plead : 
Let not thy pride my tender tale disdain ; 

Let not my breast with bitt'rest anguish bleed ! 



SONG. 



And dost thou tell me, dearest, to forget thee, 

So sweet, so fascinating as thou art ? 
Oh ! then indeed I would I ne'er had met thee, 

If thus by fate we're doom'd so soon to part. 
I might forget the lustre of thine eye. 

Did all thy beauty dwell in that alone ; 
But, while I bid one fond remembrance fly, 

Another comes to dash my efforts down. 

When on thy face with rapture I've been gazing, 

When all my vows a kind return have met, 
When thy bright eye to mine has been upraising, 

Ne'er dream' d I thou hast told me to forget. 
But learn, fair lady, thy command is vain ; 

My heart can never cease thy charms t' adore : 
Oh I then condemn me, if thou wilt, to pain. 

But never tell me .to forget thee more. 



LOVE'S TREACHERY. 



FAT, little Cupid, oh! tarry awhile, 

jid let me delight in thy beautiful smile ; 

hi let me survey thy fine eyes softly beaming, 

jid kiw tby sweet locks which thus loosely are streaming. \ 
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Behold rosy Bacchus, how gaily he's laaghing, 
As deep from the juice of the vine he is quaffing ! 
But thou art too gentle thy time to employ 
In drinking with Bacchus, that revelling boy. 

See ! see ! how the grapes he is eagerly pressing, 

And views each bright drop as the heart's dearest blessing ; 

While you,' lovely Cupid, your passions control, 

And spread your soft wings to fly far from the bowl. 

Ah ! Emma, trust not to that beautiful boy. 

Nor seek, fairest maiden, thy peace to destroy, 

*Tis Love thou would' st cherish, and soon in thy breast 

He will fix his sharp arrow, and rob thee of rest. 

But Emma's too pleased with a child so endearing, 
To give to dame Reason one short moment's hearing; 
With rapture she gazed once again on his charms, 
And clasped the too dangerous boy in her arms. 

He then bent his bow, and, with dexterous force. 
Sent an arrow which to her fair breast took its course; 
And, laughing, he left her fast bound in his chains, 
To smile at love's pleasures, and weep at its pains. 



FAREWELL TO A FRIEND. 

Farewell ! may ev'ry guardian power 
Watch over and befriend thee. 

And in pale sorrow's trjring hour 
Encourage and defend thee. 

May peace and hope with flow' rets fair 

Thy future path adorn : 
May borrow'd joy ne'er hide a care, 

Or rose conceal a thorn I 

When through each dear familiar scene, 

Around yon distant home. 
By Cynthia's silver ray serene 

At eventide you roam ; 

While peaceful silence reigns o'er all, 
And setting sun illumes the sky. 

When pensive silence shall recall 
The days of years gone by ; 
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Then gpivo one thought to those you loved, 
The friends once dear to thee : 

Think of the scenes where once you roved, 
And then — ^remember me. 



TUB KISS AND THE TEAR, 

A SONG, FROM THB OFBRA OF ** NATIVE LAND." 

Julio told me, when we parted, 

Naught but death should cause his stay; 
To mine eye a tear had started ; 

Julio kiss'd the drop away. 
Autumn winds now chill my dwelling; 

*Twa8 in spring 1 lost my dear; 
Grief afresh mine eye is swelling, 

But no kiss imbibes the tear. 

With the flowers that Julio planted 

Oft I dress his vacant chair, 
Stand before it, gaze enchanted, — 

Gaze, and think my rover there; 
Oft the kiss he gave at parting 

Midnight sleep returns to cheer; 
But too soon my senses starting. 

Lose the kiss and find the tear. 



STANZAS ADDRESSED TO MARY. 

My Mary, when each summer flow'r 

Is blooming in its pride again, 
I'll flee to thee, and one sweet hour 
Shall pay me for an ago of pain. 
One gentle word— one dear caress — 
One look or smile will then suffice 
To welcome, from the wilderness, 
A wand'rcr into Paradise. 

Though here, where friends around I seo, 

My heart its sorrow smothers, 
'Twould rather weep its tears with thee. 
Than join in smiles with others. \ 
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Fop, when my young heart's prospect seemed 

A cheerless waste, all gloom and night, 
Thine eye upon its darkness beam'd, 
And sonn'd it into life and light ; 
And, as a lone but lovely flow'r. 

Which, when all other flow'rs depart, 
Still blooms within its ruin'd bow'r, 
Thou bloomest in my lonely heart. 
And shall I, then, the rose forget, 

Which seem'd in hope's wreath braided. 
And like a spirit, lingers yet. 
Now all the rest have faded ? , 

Oh, no I the heart, which is the seat 

Of love like mine, can never rove; 

Its faithful pulse may cease to beat, 

But never — never cease to love. 
For love is past the earth's control, 
And soaring as the ocean- wave : 
It is eternal as the soul. 
And lives and blooms beyond the grave : 
It is a link of pleasure's chain, 

A never-ending token. 
Whose lustre and whose strength remain 
When all save that are broken. 



A SONG. 



Go, forget me — why should sorrow 
O'er thy brow a shadow fling P 

Go, forget me— and to-morrow 
Brightly smile and sweetly sing. 

Smile, though I shall not be near thee : 

Sing, though I shall never hear thee ; 
May thy soul with pleasure shine 
Lasting as the gloom of mine. 

Go, forget me, &c. 

Like the sun, thy presence glowing 
Clothes the meanest things in light: 

And when thou, like him, ait going. 
Loveliest objects fade in night. 
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All things look*d so bright about thee, 
That they nothing seem without thee • 
By that pure and lucid mind 
Earthly things were too refined. 
Liike the sud, &c. "^ 

Go, thou vision wildly gleaming, 
Softly on my soul that fell; 

Go, for me no longer beaming — 
Hope and beauty; fare ye well! 

Go, and all that once delighted 

Take, and leave me all benighted : 
Glory's burning — generous swell^ 
Fancy, and the poet's shelL. 

OOj thou vision, &c 



THE SUPPOSED DESERTIOK 

A 80X0, FB.OM THE NEW COMEDY, "PEIDE SHALL HAVE A 
PALL." 

Fabewell I I've broke ray chain al last ;. 
I stand upon life's fatal shore! 
The bitterness of death is past. 
Nor love nor scorn can wring no more. 
I loved, how deeply loved I Oh Heaven! 
To thee, to thee the pang is known; 
Yet, traitor ! be thy crime forgiven — 
Mine be the shame, the grief, alone I 

The maddening hour when first we met, 
The glance, the smile, the vow you gavo, 
The last wild moment, haunt me yet ; 
I feel they'll haunt me to my grave! 
Down, wayward heart, no longer heave ! 
Thou idle tear, no longer flow ! 
And may that Heav'n he dared deceive 
Forgive, as I forgive him now. 

Too lovely, oh, too loved, farewell! 
Though parting rends my bosom stringn, 
This hour we part!— the grave shall tell 
The thought that to my spirit dings. 
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I Thou pain, above all other pain! 

Thou joy, all other joys above I 
Again, again I feel thy chain, 
And die thy weeping martyr — Love. 



TO HARRIET. 

There is not aught this earth afifords 

Can pleasure yield to me I 
Nor eyes of blue, nor glitt*ring hoard, 

Can make me false to thee. 

I <jare not for the worldling's frown, 
Though sternly hurl'd at me ; 

This heart will ne'er forget to love. 
Or cease to think of thee. 

Relentless fate may interpose 

Between my love and me, 
Ajid separate true faithful hearts; 

Yet 8tiU I'll think of thee. 

There is not aught this earth affords 

Can pleasure yield to me : 
My pathway dark and dreary seems 

When absent, love, from tiiee. 

I sigh, and think of former hours 

Which gave delight to me, 
When oft I sat at evening's close 

In converse sweet with thee. 

Oh, that such happy hours would soon 

Return with joy to me ! 
This heart would beat with gratitude. 

And bless those hours and thee. 

I crave not wealth, or pow'r, or state ; 

These charmless are to me : 
Contented in an humble sphere, 

I only wish for thee. 

Without thy love there's little else 

To make life sweet to me ; 
I'd cheerfully resign my breath. 

Unless— to live for thee ! 
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It is not aught this earth affords 

Can pleasure yield to me : 
For, wand'ring through this * vale of tears,' 

M7 thoughts will dwell on thee I 



FAREWELL ADDRESS TO A SPANISH LADY. 

I BATE loved in my time not a few, dear, 

And still hope to love a few more ; 
But yet there was something in you, dear, 

I ne'er met in woman before. 
The shrine were my heart was first offer' d, 

The rock on whose bosom it split, 
May claim it, as there it was pruiTor'd; 

But you stole it dear, every bit. 

Say, don't you remember, my Spanish P 

Your love-laughing eye when I spoke, 
From my memory never can vanish ; 

Its glance ev'ry mystery broke ; 
And, whenever I happen* d to stammer. 

Such kisses and smiles would descend, -> 
A lexicon, syntax, and grammar, 

I could not but well comprehend. 

Adieu I ev'ry kiss I may steal, dear, 

Ev'ry smile that may fall to my share, 
Ev'ry kind hint my bosom may feel, dear, 

Shall not deaden your influence there. 
A something shall sweetly remain, dear, 

Which I swear shall be nothing of pain, 
A something I cannot explain, dear, 

To remind me of you, love, and Spain! 



MARY'S DANCING. 

Cupid, you're right ; indeed 'twas madness, 
And nothing less, to think to see 

Dear Mary's eyes beaming with gladness, 
And not to love their witchery. 

So pardon me, — here's my concession — 
You're not in fault : too well I know 

Her eyes and lips had safe possession, 
Eyes of thy darts, lips of thy bow. 



\ 
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And well I'm paid ; for there's a thrilling 
Painfully pleasing in my soul ; 

Alike each gay, each sad thought filling, 
It finds employment for the whole. 

And though I've tum'd my eyes on story, 
Intent upon the Greeks (once learned 

In polish'd words, and martial glory), 
Alas, 'twas but my eyes I tum'd ; 

And though I meant to scan the merits 
Of each firm chief who battle waged, 

My thoughts were (like old Owen's spirits) 
Down in the spacious deep engaged I 

Like knights of old, ench one was paying 
Due homage to her hair — her eyes-^ 

And that soti; charm which ever playing 
Around her sacred person flies. 

But her dancing I— if thought were fire, 
And words were flame,— alas, too cold; 

Far other words it would require 
To tell it as it should be told. 

Ah, vain my wish to raise the song,— 
Milton, thy lyre alone could sing 

Her dancing— thy touch alone prolong, 
And o^cr again each rapture brings 

Floating as if on wings divine, 
Of heav'nly race she seem'd to be — 

Of the fond dream of life's sunshine 
She was the dear reality I 

Music was in her motion sweet, 

Her radiant form was beauty's lino, 

Grace was attendant on her feet, 
And, Elegance,— ah, she was thine I — 

I see her as she trips along. 

Her circling ringlets waving round ; 
The Queen of Love she seems (among 

Her playing maids) with roses crown' d. 

A warmer glow upon her face 

Rises, and blooms upon her breast, 
Barely discem'd beneath the lace, 
. WhibhbyitafLutt'nxL^iaQaxQB&'d. 
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But Tain my vrish to raise the Bong^ ; 

It coldly flows, thoagrh warm'd by love ; 
Too close the varied figures throng, 

And o'er enraptured memory move. 

Yet have I tuned my lyre full well, 
If I have gain'd one smiling ray ; 

But ah, the honest truth to tell, 
A timid kiss I'd have my pay. 



NEVER FORGET. 

Never forget the hour of our first meeting, 
When, 'mid the sounds of revelry and song, 

Only thy soul could know that mine was greeting. 
Its idol, wished for, waited for, so long. 

Never forget. 

Never forget the joy of that revealment, 
Centring an age of bliss in one sweet hour. 

When Love broke forth from friendship's frail concealment. 
And stood confest to us in godlike power : 

Never forgot. 

Never forget my heart's intense devotion, 
Its wealth of freshness at thy feet flung free — 

Its golden hopes, whelmed in that boundless ocean. 
Which merged all wishes, all desires, save thee : 

Never forget. 

Never forget the moment when we parted — 

When, from life's summer-cloud that bolt was hurled 

That drove us, scathed in soul and broken-hearted, 
Alone to wander through this desert world. 

Never forget. 



THE PAST. 
"So near— yet oh I how far." — Ooethe*8 Helena, 

Thick darkness broodeth o^er the world : 
The raven pinions of the Night 

Close on her silent bosom furled, 
Reflect no gleam of orient light. 



i 
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E'en the wild Norland fires, that mocked, 
The faint bloom of liie eastern sky, 

Now leave me, in close darkness locked, 
To night's weii^d realm of fantasy. 

Borne from pale shadow-lands remote, 

A Morphean music, wildly sweet. 
Seems on the starless gloom to float 

Like the white pinioned Faracletei 
Softly into my dream it flows, 

Then faints into the silence drear, 
While from the hollow dark outgrows 

The phantom Fast, pale gliding near. 

The visioned Past— so strangely fair ! 

So veiled in shadowy, soft regrets, 
So steeped in sadness, like the air 

That lingers when the day-star sets I 
Ah ! coulA I fold it to my heart. 

On its cold lip my kisses press. 
This waste of aching life impart 

To win it back from nothingness ! 

I loathe the purple light of day. 

And shun the morning's golden star, 
Beside that shadowy form to stray 

For ever near, yet oh how far I 
Thin as a cloud of summer even. 

All beauty from my gaze it bars; 
Shuts out the silver cope of heaven. 

And glooms athwart the dying stars. 

Cold, sad, and spectral, by my side 

It breathes of love's ethereal bloom— 
Of bridal memories long affied 

To the dread silence of the tomb. 
Sweet cloistered memories, that the heart 

Shuts close within its chalice cold. 
Faint perfumes that no more dispart 

From the bruised lily's floral fold. 

*' My soul is weary of her life ;" 
My heart sinks with a low despair; 

The sokasm, starHt hours are rife 
With fantasy— the noontide glare, 
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And the cool morain^*, *' fancy free," 
Are false with shadows, for the day 

Brings no blithe sense of verity, 

Nor wins from twilight thoughts away. 

Oh, bathe me in the Lethean stream, 

And feed me on the lotus flowers ; 
Shut out this false, bewildering gleam, 

The dreamlight of departed hours I 
The Future can no charm confer, 

My heart's deep solitudes to break — 
No angel's foot again shall stir 

The waters of that silent lake. 

I wander in pale dreams away, 

And shun the morning's golden star, 
To follow still that failing ray 

For ever near, yet oh how far I 
Then bathe me in the Lethean stream. 

And feed me on the lotus flowers ; 
"Nor leave one late and lingering beam. 

One memory of departed hours ! 



THE COUNTRY MAIDEN. 

I had rather have one Idsse, 
Childe waters of thy mouth, 
Than I woulde have Cheshire and Lancashire botLo 
That lye by north and south. — Old Ballad. 

I CAME to thee in workday dreia 

And hair but plainly kempt. 
For life is not all holyday. 

From toil and care exempt ; 

I met thee oft with glowing cheek — 

Thus love its tale will tell ; 
Though oft its after paleness told 

Of hidden grief as well. 

Mine eyes that drooped beneath thy glanco 

To hide their sense of bliss, 
Let fall too oft the tears that tell 

Of secret tenderness. 
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I sought for no bewildering lure 

Thy senses to beguile, 
But checked the woraan-playfulness, 

The witching tone and smile. 

With household look and household word, 

And frank as maidens m^et, 
I dared with earnest, homely truth, 

Thy manliness to greet. 

For oh I 80 much of truth was mine, 

So much of love beside, 
I wished in simple maidenhood 

To be thy chosen bride. 

Alas ! the russet robe no more 

Of humble life may tell, 
And thou dost say the velvet gear 

Becomes my beauty well. 

*Twas thy dear hand upon my brow 

That bound each sparkling gem. 
But dearer far its slightest touch 

Than all the wealth of them. 

Oh I tell me not of gorgeous robes 

Nor bind the jewels there; 
And tell me not with those cold eyes 

That I am wondrous fair. 

I will not chide, T will not blame. 

And yet the thought is here. 
The thought so fraught with bitterness 

It yieldeth me no tear. 

I gave thee tenderness too deep^ 

Too deep for aught but tears ; 
And thou would'st teach the world's cold role, 

Which learned, the heart but seres. 

I gave thee all the sours deep trust — 

Its truth by sorrow tried ; 
Nay, start not thou ! what hast thou given ? 

Alas! 'tis but thy. pride. 

•Give back, give back the tenderness 

That blessed my simple love. 
And call me, as in those dear days, 

Thine own, thy genUe dove I 
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STANZAS WITH A BRIDAL RING. 

Thb yoang Moon hides hor virgin heart 

Within a riog of gold ; 
So doth thia little circlet all 

My hosoni's love unfold, 
And tells the tale that from my lips 

Seems ever half untold. 

like the rich legend of the eo&t 

That never finds a close, 
But^winds in linked swcotnoss on, 

And lengthens as it goes, 
Or like this little cycle still 

Iletometh whence it liuws. 

And still as in the elfin ring 
Where fairies dance by uight, 

Shall the green places of the heart 
Be kept for ever bright, 

And hope within this magic round 
Still blossom in delight. 



THE OLD LOVE. 

The old love— the old love— 

It hatli a master BpcU, 
And in its home— the human hooic— 

It worketh strong and woU : 
Ay, well and sure it worketh, 

And casteth out amaiti 
Intrusive shapes of evil— 

A sullen, spectral train : 
The serpent. Pride, is crested, 

And Hate hath lips of gall ; 
But the old love— the old love — 

'Tis stronger than them lU I 

Years, weary years have vanished. 
Lady, since whispers wrought, 

The work that sundered you and me. 
With w^rds that poison thought ; 



128 LOVE P0FM8. 



Ah ! lasting is the sorrow 

Of a deep and hidden wound, 
"When with the coining morrow, 

No healing balm is found ; 
And easy, 'tis with words to hide 

The stricken spirit's yearning, 
And wear a look of icy pride 

AVhen the heart within is burning t 



Oh, 'tis a bitter, bitter thing. 

Beneath God's holy sky. 
To fill that sentient thing, the hcarrt. 

With strife and enmity! 
Yea, woe to those who plant the seed 

That yieldeth naught but dole — 
To those who thus do murder 

God's image in the soul I 
Yet silently and softly 

The dews of mercy fall : 
And the old love — the old love— 

It triumphs over all. 

It was but yestereven 

A vision light and free, 
From the old and happy dream-land. 

Came gliding down to me : 
A vision, lady, of the past, 

The cottage far away, 
Where you and I together 

Oft sat at close of day — 
Where you and I together 

Oft watched the starlit skies. 
And the soul of gentle kindness 

Beamed on me from your eyes* 

And there were gentle voices. 

Like some remembered song. 
And there were hovering shadows, 

A pale and beauteous throng ! 
lliey seemed like blessed angels. 

Those kindly memories — ■ 
That floated on their beaming wiags. 

To steep the soul in peace t 
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They Bzoiled upon me softly, 

Though ne'er a word was spoke — 

And then the golden past came back, 
And then — my proud heart broke I 

And, lady, from the Tision 
I wistful rose to pray. 

That unto rolling love might bo 
The victory alwsy : 

Oh, many are its cruel foes — 
A host well armed and strong, 

And that fair garnished chamber,. 
Hath been their dwelling long ; 

But the old love— the old love- 
It hath a master speU, 

And in its home— the human heart 
It worketh sure and welll. 



WOMAN'S heart: 

Sat, what is Woman's Heart P A thing 
Where all the deepest feelings spring ; 
A harp whose tender chords reply 
Unto the touch in harmony; 
A world whose fairy scenes are fraught 
With all the colour'd dreams-of thought;. 
A bark that still will blindly move 
Upon the treach'vous seaa of love» 

What is its love P A ceaseless stream,. 

A changeless star, and endless dream ;. 

A smiling flower that will not die, 

**A beauty and a mystery;" 

Its storms as light as April showers,. 

Its joys as bright as April flowers ; 

Its hopes as sweet as summer air. 

And dark as winter its despair. * 

What are its hopes P Eainbows that throw 
A radiant light where'er they go. 
Smiling when heaven is overoast. 
Yet melting into storms at last ; 

X 
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Bright cheats, that come with siren words 
Beguiling it like summer biri^e, 
That stay \i-liile nature fDuod thetu bloomap 
But flee away wlken winter comes. 

What is its h»te A paBsing- frown, 
A anngle ^ ecd ^mid blcflaoms sown, 
Thjit caniiot £ourifth there far Ignp; 
A harsh notu in an angpl'a wm^, 
A summer cloudy thai all the >vh][e 
Is lighten'd by a sun-beam's smile ; 
A passion that scarce hath a part 
Amidst the ^ums of wQumn^a hearL 

And whiit ifi ita d4?:<ij>ftir ? A deep 
Fever, that leaves in> Tf^;ir° t^ weep4 
A woe that works with silent power. 
As canker-worms destroy a flower ; 
A liper that fihows not it wakes, 
Uulil the heart it preyH on brea,k^^ 
A mi«t that robs a «|dt of light, 
And wraps it up in darkeiit night. 



AFFECTION. 

From youth's early day, 

To life's fading ray. 
Love still is the source of delight;; 

And its lustre divine 

The brighter doth shine, 
The darker afQiction's sad night. 

When the tempest: of Woa 

O'er tho bosom eheill blow^ 
And the heurt ie o'er whelmed with tean, 

'Tis afft'Ction tvlone 

For hard fate can atone, 
And change into smilei^ all our tears. 

Ila tlj im oment of (Sefitli, 

^V1len life's partiDg breath 
SLall fade like the taper in gloom. 

Affection' e ftw^^et Rmilp 

Can that moment beguile. 
And illumine the^th to .the tonibl 
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THE FAREWELL. 

I ynjjj not wring thy bosom more. 
Nor ask one last, one thrilling kUi> ; 

Thy tears shall not again flow o'er, 
Though shed to bless an hour like this. 

We need not speak that word, farewell^ 
'Twas spoken when we met to part ; 

How we have loved we need not tell ; 
'Tis told in that which breaks each heart. 

The mutual language of our eyes, 

The sighs which now our bosoms swoll, 

Say what the fait' ring tongue denies, 
The madd'ning words, farewell I farewell I 



A LOVER'S SONa 

You are very lovely, lady I 

Soft and fair your skin ; 
Beauty's pencil has been there. 
Blending colours fresh and rare.; 

Is all fair within P 
Yes ; that blush, vrith modest glow, 
Sweetly tells what 1 would know 

Yon are very gentle, lady I 

Humble and discreet : 
Let not words of artless praise 
Kindle anger in your gaze. 

Praise is not unmeet. 
When the lip of truth doth find 
Language for th' approving mind. 

You are very dear, sweet lady ! 

Will you hear my suit P 
Honest is my love, and pure, 
lAsting while my days endure : 

Why are you so mute P 
Ah I you smile, and blush, and sigh,; 
I do ask no more j^ply. 
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AN ADDRESS TO A YOUNG LADY. 

I dream'd that love and I had bid farewell, 
That 1, like all, Bad calloTis grown, and cold, 

That I had quell'd or coiintercharm'd the spell, 
Which bound my spirits in the days of old. 

"Was it those tresses, dark as raven night, 
Taught with nice art to wanton unconfin'd. 

Or that smooth forehead's pale majestic height, 
Meet temple for thy pure and fervent mind ? 

Was it those smiles which tremulously dart 
Round that scarce-open* d, small, and ruby mouth. 

Like the rose stirring her young leaves apart 
To hail the first breeze of the balmy south ? 

Was it that voice, soft, musical, and low. 
As thine own harp, or far-off vesper-bell. 

That aptly tells each thought in joy or woe. 
That wakens thought too deep for words to tell ? 

Whate'er the cause my fond heart halloweth thee. 
As the sun's votary hails his dawning ray, 

And fair, I ween, earth's wilderness might be, 
If thou would* st cheer and guide my onward wj\y. 



I. 



FROWNS AND SMILES. 

She is not fair tb outward view,. 

As many maidens be ; 
Her loveliness I never knew, 

Until she smiled on me : 
Oh then I saw her eye was bright ; 
A well of love, a spring of light ! 

But now her looks are coy and cold, 
To mine they ne'er reply ; 

And yet I cease not to behold 
The love-light in her eye : 

Her very frowns are better far 

Than smiles of other maidens are. L 
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ABSENCE. 



'Ti8 not the loss of love's assurance, 

It is not doubting what thou art, 
But 'tis the too, too long endurance 

Of absence, that afflicts my heart. 

The fondest thoughts two hearts can cherish, 
When each is lonely doomed to weep, 

Are fruits on desert isles that perish, 
Or riches buried in the deep. 

What though, untouched by jealous madness, 
Our bosom's peace may fall to wreck, 

Th' undoubting heart that breaks vrith sadness, 
Is but more slowly doom'd to break. 

Absence ! is not thy soul torn by it 
From more than light, or life, or breath? 

'Tis Lethe's gloom, but not its quiet, — 
The pain without ^e peace of death ! 



VERSES PREFIXED TO THE ROMANCE OF 
SIR JOHN CHIVERTON. 

When last we parted, lady, 'twas in tears ; 
Thy cheek was dimm'd with sorrow's trickling dew. 
And from my heart the grief of many years, 
Hoarded till nigh forgotten, burst anew, 
Sad offering to love and memory true, 
Shall ever memory faint, or love be cold? 
Ah, no I that cheek may lose its breathing hue, 
And those dear eyes their living beams withhold, 
But love shall still endure, with faith unknown, untold. 

Accept the tribute that to thee I bring, 
(It IB the first, and it will be the last,) 
The leisure fruit of fancy's wandering : 
Bat fancy rules no more — her sway is past, 
And into other paths my course is oast : 
Me now no more shall fiction's dreams beguile ; 
Their hues like fading rainbows vanish fast ;— 
My fieet shall tread in ways of drearier toil, 
jinA fiction hide her wreath, and poesy her smile. 
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Yet, if to me a loftier lyre were given, 
And round my harp were twined a brighter wi 
If I could snatch immortal verse from heaven, 
And pour its melody to souls beneath, 
It may be that I would not cease to breathe . 
Thy name in accents love should love divine, 
And round thy beauteous brows a band enwrei 
A garland bright, whose flk)w*rs should brigh 
More lovely, and mote bright, when sunn* d by smiJ 

My lady love ! am- 1 not far from thee ? — 
Far, far away — but soon again we meet. 
Ye moments swift, oh, yet more swiftly flee I 
Ye slower hours, away on winged feet I 
Waft me, oh, waft me upon pinions fleet ! 
Give me again my vows of love to tell, 
Steal fond approval from her blushes sweet, 
Adore her glowing cheek and bosom's swell. 
And win the silent thoughts that in that bosom 



LOVE DESERTED. 

"Wilt thou not stay, my lover dear — 

Wilt thou not stay till mom ? 
By this wan cheek's fast falling tear, 

By all the vows thou'st sworn, 

" And I've believ'd— oh I stay with me, 
Till these drear hours are past : 

The owl mourns from the cypress tree, 
And hollow sounds the blast." 

He heeds me not !— his courser's feet 
Spring o'er the turf-clad ground ; 

In vain these lips his name repeat; 
Echo but mocks the sound. 

He hastens to some fairer maid. 

To breathe into her ear 
Those vows which have my heart betray'd 

Through many a ling* ring year. 

I wept not, when to battle-plain 

His proud steed bore him on ; 
But now, to join a courtly train 

The reveller is gone ; 
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Where beauty's liand bestows the prize, 

Where ladies grace the ring ; 
Where jewellM crests and radiant ejos 

Are proudly gKttering. 

To crowded feast and stately hall 

His fiiithless steps have flown ; 
For mask, and midnight fisstival. 

He leaves me here «tlone« 

To where the wine-cup's draught inflames 

He hies, his scorn to prove ; 
And, for the smiles of courtly dames, 

Forsakes his rustic love. 

Ah! silly maid I I might have known, 

When summer fled the bowers, 
He*d leave me too— blighted and lone, 

Like winter's drooping flowers ! 

How eouM I hope that one, beside 

Whose glance all eyes look dim, 
Would ever choose a woodland briCe 

To share a court with him f 

Fond, silly heart ! the fault was thine. 

To trust the flatt'ring tale. 
And think, where courtly beauties shine. 

Thy charms could e'er prevaiL 

Yet 'twas not for his vestments brave. 

With gold and jewels wrought. 
That this true heart the fondness gave. 

That ne'er by wealth was bought ; 

Nor was it for the plume so gay. 

That danc'd above his crost. 
White as the snowy flakes that stray 

Upon the mountain's breast. 

Ah, no! it was his flatt'ring tongue,-^ 

It was his sun-bright eyes, — 
It was the tender lays he sung. 

That woke my young heart's sighs! 

Ah, silly maid 1 thou'lt rue the hour, 

Deep in thy bleeding breast. 
When first love sought thy humble bower, 

Clad in » courtly vest! 
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CONSOLATORY HINTS. 

Why wears thy cheek those drops of sorrow, 

Like hail in new-blown roses hung ? 
From them, alas I this truth I borrow ; 

Thy heart with secret woe is wrung. 
Oh ! if some favoured faithless lover . 

To thee, my Laura, gives a pain, 
Let me the wand'rer's haunts discover, 

And lure him to thy arms again. 

For so I love thee, dearest treasure — 

Oh this still fond, though slighted heart! 
My life l*d yield to give thee pleasure. 

Or steal from thine one moment's smart; 
Then, Laura, in my truth confiding, 

To me thy secret woes reveal, 
And let me soothe them by dividing, 

If friendship has no balm to heaL 



THE ORIGINAL OF CHERRY-RIPE, 

PUBLISHED IN 1606, BY MR. BICHARD AlilSON. 

There is a garden in her face 
Where roses and white lilies grow ; 

A heavenly paradise is that place. 
Wherein all pleasant fruits do grow ; 

There cherries grow that none may buy, 

Till cherry-ripe themselves do cry. 

Those cherries fairly do enclose 

Of orient pearl a double row. 
Which when her lovely laughter shows. 

They look like rose-buds fill'd with snow; 
Yet them no peer nor prince may buy, 
Till cherry-ripe themselves do cry. 

Her eyes like angels watch them still ; 

Her brows like bended bows do stand ; 
Threatening with piercing frqwns to kill 

All that approach with eye or hand 
These sacred cherries to come nigh, 
Till cherry-ripo themselves do cry. 
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'TIS THEN YOU'LL THINK OF ME. 

Now, while around yoa lovers throng 

In hopes your hand to gain, 
Tou seek to trifle with one heart, 

And hourly cause it pain. 
Allured by false and flattering words, 

I must forgotten be ; 
But when their worthlossness you prove, 

'Tis then you'll think of me. 

When time those charms for aye destroy, 

Which make men fluck to you; 
When most the heart, and not the face, 

Make each to other true ; 
And changed becomes that heart which ought 

Through life unchanged be ; 
And memory paints the joys that were, 

'Tis then you'll think of me. 



THE NATURAL EFFECTS OF LOVE. 

Oh I not when hopes are brightest. 

Is all love's sweet enchantment known ; 
Oh ! not, when hearts are lightest, 

Is all fond woman's fervour shown ; 
But when life's clouds o'er take us. 

And the cold world is cloth' d in gloom. 
When summer friends fon>ake us. 

The rose of love is best in bloom. 

Love is no wand'ring vapour, 

That lures astray with trcach'rous spark; 
Love is no transient taper, 

That lives an hour, and leaves us dark : 
But, like the lamp that lightens 

The Greenland hut beneath the snow, 
The bosom's home it brightens, 

When all beside is chill bel»w. 
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TO CAROLINE WEEPING. 

What maid, like Caroline, appears 
Adorn' d and beautiful in tears? 
With such a grace from her they flow, 
We gaze, and are in love with woe. 

Too potent fair, whose gentle sway 
Can charm alike in every way. 
Whose smiles the coldest heart can warm. 
Whose sighs the fiercest rage disarm ! 

Those eyes, tho' swell'd with sorrow, move 

Full of softness, full of love.; 

Those cheeks their beauty yet maintain, 

Like roses blooming in the rain. 

Still you all resistless are, 

Weeping, sighing, killing fair. 



CONSTANCY IN LOVE. 

The rose-bud you gave me 

I carefully kept, 
'Twas hallow* d, since once oUr 

Your bosom it slept ; 
And ev*n now 'tis withered, 

The leaves I retain, 
Though they never can hang ow 

The green stem again. 

Boy so will I cherish 

You, dear, while the peaii. 
Of the morning still lies on 

Your lip's ruby curl, 
And kiss from your eyelid 

Each tear that may starts 
When the zephyr of pity 

Draws gems from your heart. 

And when all these charms shaU 

Have faded away,, 
I will cherish the ruin, 

And giiard- it» decay ^ 
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The calm of the eve shall 

Recall every care, 
And 1*11 love you the same 

As when beauty was there. 



TO H. A. B. 

Deem not, beloved, that the glow 

Of love with youth will know decay ; 
For, though the wing of Time may throw 

A shadow o*er our way ; 
The sunshine of a cloudless faith. 

The calmness of a holy trust, 
Shall linger in our hearts till death 

Consigns our ** dust to dust I" 

The fervid passions of our youth'— 
The fervour of affection's kiss — 

Love, bom of purity and truth- 
All memories of bliss — 
These still are ours, while looking back 
Upon the past with dewy eyes : 

0, dearest ; on life's vanish' d truck 
How much of sunshine lies ! 

Men call us poor— it may be true 

Amid the gay and glittering crowd ; 
We feel it, though our wants are few. 

Yet envy not the proud, 
The freshness of love's early flowers, 

Heart-shelter'd through long years of want, 
Pure hopes and quiet joys are ours. 

That wealth could never grant. 

Something of beauty from thy brow, 

Something of lightness from thy tread. 
Hath pass' d— yet thou art dearer now 

Than when our vows were said : 
A softer beauty round thee gleams, 

Chasten'd by time, yet calmly bright: 
And from thine eye of hazel beams 

A deepei, tenderer light : v 
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An emblem of the love which lives 

Through every change, as time departs ; 
Which binds our souls in one, and gives 

New gladness in our hearts ! 
Flinging a halo over life 

Like that which gilds the life beyond. 
Ah I well I know thy thoughts, dear wife I 

To thoughts like these respond. 

The mother with her dewy eye, 

Is dearer than the blushing bride 
Who stood three happy.years gone by. 

In beauty by my side ! 
Our Father, throned in light above, 

Hath bless'd us with a fairy child — 
A bright link in the chain of love— 

The pure and undefiled. 

Eich in the heart's best treasure, still 

With a calm trust we'll journey on, 
Link'd heart with heart, dear wife I until 

Life's pilgrimage be done ! 
Youth — beauty — passion—these will pass 

Like every tMng of earth away — 
The breath-stains on the polish'd glass 

Less transient are than they. 

But love dies not — the child of God — 

The soother of life's many woes — 
She scatters fragrance round the sod 

Where buried hopes repose ! 
She leads us with her radiant hand 

Earth's pleasant streams and pastures by. 
Still pointing to a better land 

Of bliss beyond the sky; 



SONG. 



*Tis said that absence conquers love! 

But, O I believe it not : 
I've tried, alas I its power to prove, 

But thou art not forgot. 
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Lady, thongh fate has bid us part. 

Yet still thou art as dear, 
As fix'd in this devoted heart 

As when I clasp'd thee here. 

I plnnge into the busy crowd, 

And smile to hear thy name ; 
And yet, as if I thought aloud. 

They know me still the same, 
'-•d when the wine-cup passes reund, 

I toast some other fair, — 
Ifut when I ask my heart the sound, 

Thy name is echoed there. 

And when some other name I learn, 

And try to whisper love, 
Still will my heart to thee return, 

Like the returning dove. 
In vain I I never can forget, 

And would not be forgot ; 
For I must bear the same regret, 

Whate'er may be my lot. 

jB'en as the wounded bird will sctk 

Its favourite bow'r to die, 
So, lady, I would hear thee speak. 

And yield my parting sigh. 
'Tis said that absence conquers love ! 

But, 1 believe it not ; 
I've tried, alas ! its power to prove. 

But thou art not forget. 



OH I SAY WHEN WE AGAIN SHALL MEET. 

Oh I say when we again shall meet. 

And I will hail each day's decline, 
Until are heard those accents sweet, 

And pressed that tender heart to mine. 
The scenes which once my heart could cheer, 

And hills I lov*d to wander o*er. 
The fond, the sweet companion near, 

Bereft of thee, delight no more. 
Then say when we again shall meet. 

And I will hail each day's decline. 
Until are- heard those accents sweet, 

And pressed that tender heart to mine. 
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My dreary hours alone I spend, 

I count them as they travel on ; 
The value of a constant friend 

"We know not till that friend is gone, 
Then say when we again shall meet, 

And I will hail each day's decline. 
Until are heard those accents sweet. 

And press'd that tender heart to mine. 



I SAW THEE WEEP, 

I SAW thee weep — the big bright tear 

Came o'er that eye of blue ; 
And then methought it did appear 

A violet drooping dew : 
I saw thee smile —the sapphire's blaza 

Beside thee ceas'd to shine ; 
It could not match the living rays 

Thatfill'd that glance of thine: 

As clouds from yonder sun receive 

A deep and mellow dye, 
Which scarce the shade of coming eve, 

Can banish from the sky, 
Those smiles unto the moodiest mind 

Their own pure joy impart ; 
Their sunshine leaves a glow behind, 

That lightens o*er the heart. 



HERE'S THE BOWER. 

Here's the bow'r she lov'd somucl^ 

And here's the tree she planted ; 
Here's the harp she us'd to touch, 

Oh I how that touch enchanted I 
Roses now unheeded sigh, 

Where's the hand to wreathe themP 
'Songs around neglected lie, 

Where's the lips to breathe them P 

Spring may bloom, but she we lov'd ^ 
Ne'er shall feel its sweetness ; 

Time that once so fleetly mov*^ 
Now hath.lost its fleetness. 
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Tears were da^s when here she stray 'd, 
Days were moments near her; 

Heaven ne'er form'd a brighter maid, 
Nor pity wepit a dearer. 



MARY, I BELIEVED THEE TRUE. 

Mary, I believed thee true, 

And I was blest in thus believing ; 
But now I mourn that e'er I knew 

A girl so fair and so deceiving. 
Few have ever loved like me : 

Oh ! I have loved thee too sincerelyl 
And few have e'er deceived like thee, 

Alas ! deceived me too severely. 

Fare thee well ! yet think awhile 

On one whose bosom bleeds to doubt thoe^ 
Who now would rather trust that smile. 

And die with thee than live without thee. 
Fare thee well I I'll think on thee. 

Thou leav'st me many a bitter token ; 
For see, distracting woman, see 

My peace is ^one, my heart is broken. 



THE UNBENDING FAIR ONE. 

Too prond of heart to tell the grief 
That chains thy harrow' d soul, 
Too little school'd in gnef to bear 
Thy own stem pride's control ; 
With flushing cheek and restless eye 
Thy woman's heart hath told. 
Far easier thou in love hudst died, 
Than in despair grow. cold. 

All beautiful I in the full grace 

Of thy unsullied thought : 

An angel that love sought to teach. 

But woman's self when taught ! 

Thy bosom where youth show'rs its sweets 

And coronals of light ; 

Thy brow and dewy lips are still 

Ab eloquent and bright : 
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But troubled is the fountain where 

That light of bliss was bom ; 

And thou hast taught my heart to hate, 

To save thyself from scorn ; 

Faithful thou hadst been in thy truth, 

Faithful through good and ill ; 

But, being left to live unloved,. 

Thou'dst make that doom thy will. 

Still in the world thy path will be^ 
And still thy brow wiU wear. 
Roses as bright a& ever wreath' d 
Their blossoms 'mid thy hair; 
But for thy pride and seeming calm— 
Thy vainly borne disguise — 
No rest shall ever soothe thy soul. 
No friendship glad thine eyes.. 



THE HOPE OF RETURN TAKES THE STING F 
ADIEU. 

The bright star of eve from the blue sky was peeping, 
The bee homeward fled to add sweets to her store, 
As sadly I stray'd where no form was intruding. 
To muse upon one I might never see more. 

O'ercome by my ramble, a slumber came o'er mo, 
Methought a bright being appear'd to my view. 
And chiding my grie^ in my ear sweetly whisper'd, 
" The hope of return takes the sting from adieu. V 

And who art thou, fair one, that thus would be cheerin 
. The spirit long bow'd by affliction and care. 
She answered me thus—" I'm the guardian angel. 
Who bids thee look forward and cease to despair." 

I arose to new life from that soul-stirring slumber,. 
And many a day kept the motto in view,. 
'Twas a light in the darkness, a stream in the deseil,. 
"The hope of return, takes the sting from adieu 1*' 
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LOVE IN THE HEART. 

What is it that drives the red rose from the cheek, 
Or the lily displaces with blushes that speak ; 
That dims the bright beam by a tear in the eye ; 
That checks a young smile by a murmuring sigh— 
'Tis love ; 'tis love in tbe hearts 

And what bids the soul the emotion declare, 
By the glance of the eye, when the lips do not dare - 
And what when its meaning another can guess, 
Emboldens the tongue the fond thought to express - 

'Tis love, &o. 

THE KISS. 

Tub kiss, dear maid, thy lips have left^ 

Shall never part from mine, 
Till happier hours restore the gift 

Untainted back to thine. 
The parting glance that fondly gleams. 

An eqjial love may see. 
The tear that from thy eyelid streams 

Can weep ho change in me. 

I ask no pledge to make me blest^ 

In gazing when alone ; 
Nor one memorial for a breast, 

Whose thoughts are all thine own. 
By day or night, in weal or woe. 

That heart no longer free. 
Must bear the love it cannot show^ 

And silent ache for thee. 



WHEN WE TWO PARTED IN SILENCE AND 
TEARS. 

When we two parted 

In silence and tears^ 
Half broken-hearted, 

To sever for years. 
Pale g^w thy cheek, and cold, 

Colder thy kiss. 
Truly that hour foretold 

Sorrow to this. 
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The dew of the mornings 

Sunk ohill on my broMtc^ 
It felt like the warning 

Of what I feel now. 
Thy vo-ws are all hroken* 

And light ia thy fame, 
I hear thy name spokon 

And share in its shame. 

They name thee before me, 

A kiu?ll to mlnp oar 
A 8hud[lc?r coniea o*er mo — 

Wljy Wert thou so dear 
Tliey know not I kjiow thep. 

Who knew tbca too well ; 
Long, long fthall I rue thee 

Too deeply totell. 

In secret we met, 

In silence I grieve. 
That my heart would forget, 

TUy spirit decoire. 
If should meet tbeo 

After lon(^ years, 
How iihould I groDi; thee? 

With silence and tears ! 



LOVE. 



All thoughts, all passions, all delights, 
Whatever stirs this mortal frame, 

Are all but ministers of love, 
And feel his sacred flame. 

Oft in tny waking dreams do I 
Live o'er agnin that li^ippj' hour. 

When midway on the mount I lay. 
Beside the ruiuM tower. 

The moonshine, stealing o'er the scone, 
Had blended with the lights of eve ; 

And she was there my hope, my joy, 
My«own dear.Genevieve ; 
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She leaned against the armed majtf 
The statue of the armed knight ; 

She stood and listen'd to my hiy, 
Amid the lingering light. 

Few sorrows hath she of her own, 
My hope ! my joy ! my Genevieve — 

She loves me hest, whene'er I sing 
The songs that make her grieve. 

I play'd a soft and doleful air 

I sang an old and moving atory — 

An old rude song, that suited well 
That ruin wild and hoary. 

She listened with a flitting blush, 

With downcast eyes and modest grace, 

For well she knew, I could not choose 
But gaze upon her face. 

I told her of the knight that wore 
Upon his shield a burning brand ; 

And that for ten long years he woo'd 
The lady of the land. 

I told her how ho pined ; and ah ! 

The deep, the low, the pleading tone 
With which I sang another's love 

Interpreted my own. 

She listen'd with a flitting blush* 
With downcast eye and modest graces 

And she forgave mq, that I gazed 
Too fondly on her face I 

But when I told the cruel scorn 
That crazed that bold and lovely knight, 

And that he cross'd the mountain woods, 
Nor rested day nor night ; 

That sometimes from the savage den. 
And sometimes from the darksome shade. 

And sometimes starting up at once 
In green and sunny glade, 

There came and look'd him in the face 
An angel beautiful and bright ; 

And that be knew it was a fiend, 
This miserable.knightl 
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And that, unknowing what he did, 
He leap'd amid a murderous band, 

And saved from outrage worse than death 
The lady of the land! 

And how she wept and clasp*d his knees ; 

And how she tended him in vain — 
And ever strove to expiate 

The scorn that crazed his brain; 

And that she nursed him in a cave; 

And how his madness went away, 
When on the yellow forest leaves 

A dying man he lay ; 

His dying words— but when I reach'd 
That tenderest strain of all the ditty. 

My faltering voice and pausing harp 
Disturb'd her soul with pity ! 

All impulses of soul and sense 

Had thrilled my guileless Genevieve ; 

The music, and the doleful tale, 
The rich and balmy eve ; 

And hopes, and fears that kindle hope, 

An undistinguishable throng. 
And gentle wishes long subdued, 

Subdued and cherished long! ^ 

She wept with pity and delight. 

She blush' d with love and virgin shame; 
And, like the murmur of a dream, 

I heard her breathe my name. 

Her bosom heaved — she stepped aside. 
As conscious of my look she stept — 

Then suddenly, with timorous eye. 
She fled to me and wept. 

She half-enclosed me with her arms. 
She press'd me with a meek embrace ; 

And bending back her head looked up, 
And gazed upon my face. 

'Twas partly love, and partly fear, 
And partly 'twas a bashful art. 

That I might rather feel, than see^ 
The swelling of her heart. 
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1 calm'd her fearS) and she was calm. 
And told her love with virgin pride ; 

And 80 I won my Genevieve, 
My bright and beauteous bride. 



THE SUMMER OF THE HEART. 

I SAW her with a rosy wreath 

Of wild flowers fresh and gay, 
I heard her sing in dulcet strains 

Her merry simple lay. 
Oh ! why that garland fresh and fair* 

And why those notes so sweet. 
And why that smile and beaming glance, 

A wanderer to greet ? 

Her sky of life was one clear blue, 

No storm-cloud flitted by, 
She'd yet to learn what ploughs the cheek, 

And what bedims the eye. 
She'd yet to mourn that seasons bright, 

Which come but to depart, 
And having left us, come no more, 

The Summer of the Heart. 



i 



FIRST LOVE. 

♦ * ♦ * *Ti8 sweet to hear 

At midnight, on the blue and moonlit deep, 
The song and oar of Adria's gondolier, 

By distance mellowed, o'er the waters sweep ; 
'Tis sweet to see the evening star appear ; 

'Tis sweet to listen as the night.winds sweep 
From leaf to lestf ; 'tis sweet to view on high 
The rainbow, based on ocean, span the sky. 

*Tis sweet to hear the watch-dog's honest bark 
Bay deep-mouth' d welcome as we draw near home ; 

'Tis sweet to know there is an eye will mark 
Our coming, and look brighter when we come ; 

'Tis sweet to be awaken'd by the lark. 

Or lull'd by falling waters ; sweet the hum 

Of bees, the voice of girls, the song of birds. 

The lisp of children and their earliest words. \ 
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But sweeter still than this, than these, than all, 

Is first and passionate love— it stands alone, 
Like Adam's recollection of lusfall. 



WE MET, 

"We met — 'twas in a crowd, 

And I thought he would shun me^ 
He came— I could not breathe, 

For his eyes were upon me ; 
He spoke — his word6 were cold. 

And his smile was unaltered ; 
I knew how much he felt, 

For his deep toned voice falter* d. 
I wore my bridal robe, 

And I rivall'd its whiteness; 
Bright gems were in my hair, 

How I hated their brightness. 

He called me by my name- 
As the bride of another — 

Oh, thou hast been the cause 
Of this anguish, my mother ! 

And once again ws met, — 
And a fair girl was near him, 

He smiled, and whispered low, 
As once I used to hear him : 

She leant' upon his arm — 
Once 'twas mine, and mine only— 

I wept — for I deserved 
To foel wretched and lonely. 

And she will be his bride ; 

At the altar he'll give her 
The love that was too pur© 

For a heartless deceiver. 
The world may think me gay^ 

For my feelings I smother, — 
Oh, thou hast been the cause i 

Of this anguish, my mother! 
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ZELICA. 
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With Fancy's pencil, and give birth to things 

Lovely beyond it« fairest picturings ! 

Awhile they dance before him, and then divide, 

Breaking, like rosy clouds at even-tide 

Around the rich pavilion of the sun, — 

Till silently dispersing one by one. 

Through many a path that from the chamber leads 

To gardens, terraces, and moonlight meads, 

Their distant laughter comes upon tbe wind, 

And but one trenbling nymph remains behind, — 

Beck'ning them back in vain, for they are gone, 

And she is left in all that light alone ; 

No veil to curtain o'er her beauteous brow, 

In its young bashfulness more beauteous now ; 

But a light, golden chain -work round her hair. 

Such as maids of Yzed and Shiraz wear, 

From which, on either side, gracefully hung 

A golden amulet, in th* Arab tongue. 

Engraven o'er with some immortal line 

From Holy Writ, or bard scarce less divine ; 

While her left hand, as strikingly she stood, 

Held a small lute of gold and sandal- wood, 

Which, onoe or twice, she touch* d with hurried strain, 

Then took her trembling fingers off again. 

But when at length a timid glance she stole 

At AziM, the sweet gravity of soul 

She saw through all his features calm*d her fear, 

And, like a half-tam'd antelope, more near. 

Though shrinking still, she came ; — then sat her down 

Upon a musnud's ♦ edge, and bolder grown, 

In the pathetic mode of Isfahan f 

Touch' d a preluding strain, and thus began :^ 

There's a bower of roses by Bendemee&'s { stream, 
And the nightingale sings round all the day long; 

In the time of my childhood 'twas like a sweet dream, 
To sit in the roses and hear the bird's song. 

That bower and its music I never forget. 

But oft when alone, in the bloom of the year, 
1 think— is the nightingale singing there yet P 
Are the roses still bright by the calm Bendemee&P 
* Musnuds are cushioned seats, usually reserved for persons of 
tinction. 

t The Persians like the ancient Greeks, call thdr muaioal mode 
Perdas by the names of different countries or cities, as the mot 
Isfahan, the mode of Irak, &c,, &o. 

t A river which flows near the ruins of Ghilminar. 
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No, the roses soon wither'd, that haofir o'er the wave, 
Butsome blossoms were gathered, while freshly thoy shout^, 

And a dew was distilled from their flowers, that gave 
All the fragrance of summer, when summer was gone. 

Thus memory draws from delight, ere it dies, 
An essence that breathes of it many a year ; 

Thus bright to my soul, as 'twas then to my eyes, 
Is that bower on the banks of the calm Bendemeer ! 



HOW, WHEN, AND WHERE. 

Oh, tell me when, and tell me where. 

Am I to meet with thee, my fair P 
I'll meet thee in the silent night. 
When stars are shining gentle light, 
Enough for love but not too bright, 
To tell who blushes there. 

You've told me when, now tell me where, 

Am I to meet with thee, my fair ? 
I'll meet thee in that lovely place. 
Where flowerets dwell in sweet embrace, 
And Zephjrr comes to steal a grace. 
To shed on the midnight air. 

Tou've told me when, and told me where, 
But how shall I know thou'lt be there ? 

Thou' It know it when I sing this lay. 

Which wandering boys on organs play, 

No lover sure can miss his way 
When led by this signal air— 

Fal, la, la, this signal air. 



O NEVER DOUBT MY LOVE. 

3h, never doubt my love, thy sorrows I'll banish : 
And sweet shall I sing, while the night flios away : 

And ere the wild gloom o'er the mountain shall vanish, 
Thou'lt sink on my pillow, and sleep till the day. 

Dh, nerer doubt my love, its fondness shall bless thee, 
'Twill soothe thee whene'er by the rude world opprost ; 

ind if the ocdd hand of misfortune should press thee, 
The angel of pity you'll find in my breast. 
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O SAY NOT WOMAN'S LOVE IS BOUGH' 

Oh ! say not woman's love la bought, 
With vain and empty treasure ; 

Oh I say not woman's heart is caught,. 
By every idle pleasuror 

When first her gentle bosom knows 
Love's flame, it wanders never ; 

Deep in her heart the passion glows, 
She loves, and loves for ever. 

Oh ! say not woman's false as fair ^ 

That like the bee she ranges ; 
Still seeking flowers more sweet and raro,. 

As fickle fancy changes : 

Ah, no, the love that first can warm 

Will leave her bosom never : 
No second passion e'er can charm,. 

She loves, and loves for ever I 



OH I NO, WE NEVER MENTION HER. 

Oh I no, we never mention her, her name is never hean 
My lips are now forbid to speak, that once familiar won 
From sport to sport they hurry me, to banish my regret 
And when they win a smile from me, they think that I 

They bid me seek in change of scene the charms that otli 
But were I in a foreign land, they would find no changi 
'Tis true that I behold no more the valley where we mei 
I do not see the hawthorn tree, but how can I forget P 

For oh I there are so many things recall the past to me, 
The breeze upon the sunny hills, the biUows of the sea; 
The rosy tint that decks the sky before the sun is set, 
Aye, every leaf I look upon forbids that I forget. 

They tell me she is happy now, the gayest of the gay, 
They hint that she forgets me too, but I heed not what th 
Perhaps like me she struggles with each feeling of regr 
But if she loves as I do love, she never can forget. 
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NSWER TO " on I NO, WE NEVER MENTION HEU.' 

Oul am I then remomborod siill, 

Remembered too by tbco ? 
Or am I quite forgot by ono, 

Whom I no more flhall sco P 
Yot say not bo, for that would add, 

Frosh anguish to my lot, 
I dnro not hope to bo rooall'd, 

Yot would not bo forgot. 

Ilad thoy who parted uh but known 

How hearts liko ours can fool. 
They would havo spared us both a pang, 

Beyond thoir power to hoal. 
I know not if my hoart retains, 

Its wontod wurmth or not ; 
Though I 'm forbid to think of thoo, 

Thou'lt nevur bu forgot. 

MayVt thou enjoy that peaoo of mind, 

Which I oan never know, 
If that's denied, my prayer shall b<>. 

That I may share thy woo. 
Where'er thou art my ©very winh. 

Will linger o'er that spot, 
My every thought will bo of theo,. 
^Though I may be forgot. 

If we should meet in after years, 

Thou'lt find that I am changed ; 
My eyes grow dim, my cheeks grow pulo, 

But not my faith estrang'd : 
From mom'ry's page the hand of doaili. 

Alone thy name shall blot, 
Forget, forsake mo, if thou wilt, 

Thou'lt never be forgot. 



i 
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I WAITED BY THE BEECH TREE. 

I WAITED by the Beech Tree, 

Beside the rippling rill, 
The orb of day was sinking fast, 

Behind the distant hill. 
The bee had sought its hive of sweets. 

The bird its feather'd nest, 
I waited by the Beech Tree, 

For her I lov'd the best. 

*Tis long ago since that sweet eve, 

Near the same tree stand I, 
But gaze not in the happy face. 

Nor hail the laughing eye. 
Those features I behold no more. 

Those eyes no move shall see. 
Yet still I wander as before. 

Beside the Old Beech Tree. 

I wander— perhaps you ask me why P 

My simple strains condemn, 
So be it, I can chidings bear, 

Have long been used to them. 
But rob me of my bliss, who can ? 

Through life's short hour to last, 
'Tis recollection takes me there^ 

Sweet memory of the past. 



TELL HER, I*LL LOVE HER. 

Tell her, I'll love her while the clouds drop rain, 

Or while there's water in the pathless main ; 

Tell her, I'll love her till this life is o'er, 

And then my ghost shall visit this sweet shore; 

Tell her, I only ask she'll think of me — 

I'll love her while there's salt within the sea. 

Tell her all this, tell it o'er and o'er again, 

m love her while there's salt within the main. 

Tell her all this, tell it o'er and o'er — 

The anchoi's weigh'dor I would tell her more ! 
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THE VOICE OF UEll I LOVE. 

How Bweot at close of nilont cvc, 

Tho harp's rosponsive sound, 
How swoot tho vows that no'or docuivo, 

AdU deeds by virtue crown'd ; 
How sweet to sit beneath a trov, 

In some deliffhtiul grovo. 
But ah I more soft, more sweet to mc, 

The voice of her I love. 

Whene'er she joins tho village trni:i, 

To hail the new«bom day ; 
Mellifluous notes compose each strain, 

Which zephyrs waft away : 
The frownH of fate I calmly bear, 

In humble sphere I movt?, 
Content iuid blest whene'er I hear 

The voice of her I love. 



rHKIlE'S A LIGHT IN HEIl LAUGIIINO EYE. 

Thbuk'8 a light in her laughing eye, 
A sparkling beam from the mind within ; 

As the lightning's flash in the sky, 
'Tis a gleiuu ttom the world that knows no sin. 

Thoru's a oharm in her gracious itmile, 

A charm that drives each doubt away : 
As the dawn to some favour'd isle, 

Is the dawn of hope to some glorious day. 

O, there's a charm in her gentle sigh, 

A voice that whispers of joy and love ; 
As the murmuring breoKe in its melody, 

'Tis 11 whibper we catch from the blest above ! 



SONG. 

Farbwbli*! thou hast broken tho chain, 
Which tho power of thy beauty had made: 

Yot deep in my spirit the pain 
May linger, till life has decayed. 
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I loved thee — how fervently, none 

Less lonely and sad can divine : 
As the eye of the blind seeks the sun, 

So my eye sought lustre from thine. 

'Tis over : and none can restore 
The beautiful dreams that are past ; 

And now I can only deplore 
That they were too brilliant to last. 

One word, and but one must be said ; 

Let it sound in the heart like a knell; 
Though each gentle emotion be dead, 

Thou wilt weep when thou hearest, FareweUi 



KINDRED HEARTS. 

Oh I ask not, hope thou not too much 

Of sympathy below ; 
JFew are the hearts whence one same touchy 

'Bids the same fountain flew; 
Few, and by still conflicting powers, 

Forbidden here to meet, 
Such ties would make this life of ours 

Too fair for aught so fleet. 

It may be that thy brother's eye 

Sees not as thine, which turns, 
In such deep reverence, to the sky 

Where the rich sunset bums ; 
It may be that the breath of spring, 

Bom amidst violets lone, 
A rapture o'er thy soul can bring, 

A dream to his unknown. 

The tune that speaks of other times — 

A sorrowful delight I 
The melody of distant chimes; 

The sound of waves by night : 
The wind that with so many a tone 

Some chord within can thrill ; 
These may have language all thine owo, 

To him a mystery still. 
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Yot Bcom sot thou for thin the truo 

And Btoadfast love of years ; 
The kindly, that from chiMhood grew, 

The faithful to thy team I i 

If there be one that o*er the dead ' 

Hath in thy gnat borne part, I 

And watched throuf^h Hicknetui by thy bod, j 

Call hia a kindred heart. I 



But for thoM) bondit all perfect made, 

Wherein brip^ht Hpirits blend, 
Like RiHter flowcnt of one Hwoot nhade, 

With the nutrio brot^zo that bend : I 

For that full blinH of thought allied, | 

Never to niortalH given,— i 

Oh I lay thy lovely dreams aflide, I 

Or.lift them into heaven. 



BONNET. 

Bb eamcnt!— why nhouldHt thou for cuHtom's Mike, 
Lay a cold hand upon thy heart'n warm pulse. 

And cniMh those foelingH back which, uttered, make 
Links in the chain of love P Why thus convulno 

A soul that overflows with sympathy 

For kindred souls, when thou art called to be 
The Heart's Apostle, loving, pure and true ? 

The smooth hypocrisies, the polished lies, 

The cold dead forms and hollow mockeries 
Current among the many, by the few 

Who know their manhood, should be held in sconi! 
Speak freely thy free thought— and other souls 
To thine shall answer— as from living coals 

Together kindled, light is boru ! 



MAUKIAGE HYMN. 

Not for the summer hour alone. 
When skies resplendent shine, 

And youth and pleasure fill the throne, 
Our hearts and hands we join ; 
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But for those atem and winter days 

Of sorrow, pain, and fear, 
When Heaven's wise discipline doth make 

Our earthly journey drear. 

Nor for this span of life alone, 

Which like a blast doth fly, 
And, as the transient flower of grass. 

Just blossom — droop and die; 

But for a being without end, 

This vow of love we take ; 
Grant us, God I one home at last, 

Tor our Keedemer's sake^ 



THE PRIDE OF THE VALLEY. 



-they are of the sky, 



And &om our earthly memory fade away." 

Her cheek was pure and pale as snow,. 

Her tresses dark as night. 
That falling o'er the marble brow 

Half veiled its lovely white. 

Sadness was in her mournful eyc^ 

And Sorrow's fading trace 
Told that her home was in the sky,. 

That earth was not her place. 

Her's was a quick inspiring glance^ 

A look of constancy : 
Like the fixed gaze, from which in trance^ 

We strive in vain to tiee. 

There was a gentleness withal 

Beneath the downcast lid, 
As if there were a rise and tail 

Of gentleness they hid. 

She walked amid the youthful ring^ 

And all were gay and glad ; 
She touched her harp's most plaintive strinfi^ 

And all were mute and sad, 

But fever came to Hp and cheek,^ 

Dim grew her radiant eye, - 
And now and then a hectic streak 
. Betokened she must die. 
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And thus she faded from their sight 

As a fiedr fragrile flower, 
That slowly fiEtlls beneath the blight 

And scorch of noontide power. 

They made her grave within the ground 
Where all her kindred sleep, 

And often visited the mound 
To strew fresh flowers and weep. 

The stone that tells her simple tale 

Is mossed o'er and gray, 
But her memory in her own loved vale 
Hath never passed away. 



SONG. 

Ou, stay with me, bright one, I cried. 

Within so still retreat : 
We'll wander this wild stream beside. 
And Ust its gently tinkling tide 

In merry measures beat I 

We'll stray adown the greenwood glade. 

Where balmy breezes play ; 
Where sweetly spreads the shifting shade, 
And fragrant flowesets spring and fade 

Throughout the gladsome day I 

Well gently tread yon grassy green 

With " Fairy rings"" inwove; 
Where 'neath the May-moon's silv'ry sheen, 
Mid sportive Sprites, the Sylphid Queen 
Loved long ago to rove I 

We'll rest us ou yon mossy banks,. 

Where Elfin lovers strayed, 
Wlien hither sped, the roguish rstnks 
Of Fays and Fairies played their pranks, 

And mirthful music made I 

Well gain the grove where blithe abound 

The song-bird, and the bee ; 
And thrilling thoughts shall throng around, 
Aa still we catch the gushing sound 
Of Nature's minstrelsy ! 
L 
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We'll mark where coached the dappled < 

Deep in the wild-wood glen ; 
And muse of times past many a year. 
And muse, and be as happy hero 
As was the dun deer then I 

"Well wake each mom with grateful son 

"We'll close each day with prayer 
To Him, to whom all praise belongs, 
"Who'll guide and guard from rising wrc 
And crown us with his care I 

"We'll ever thus the winged hours 

Cause j oyously to fly : 
And turn th' abodes of grief to bowers 
Of bliss, and thorns of life to flowers, 

"Whose beauties may not die I 

"We'll wend. in trustful hope our way, 

Nor dream of care or sorrow ; 
But knit. in Love, we'll fondly say, 
As on we ro\se, each bright to-day 
Shall pledge a brighter morrow! 

Oh stay, then, cheer me with thy love. 
Our hearts nor death shall sever; 
"We'll love in life, and happy prove, 
'TiU, parting here, we meet above. 
To live in love for ever ! 



SONNET. 



IkJ- 



"Why have ye. lingered on your way so lon| 

Bright visions, who were wont to hear m 
And with the harmony of dance and song 

Keep round my dreaming couch a festive 
Where are ye gone, with all your eyes of li 

And where the flowery voice I love^ to h 
When, through the silent watches of the u 

Ye whispered like an angel in my ear ? 
! fly not with the rapid wing of timie, 

But with your ancient votary kindly sta; 
Aud while the loftier dreams, that rose sul 

In years of higher hope, have flown aws 
O ! with the colours of a softer clime 
• Give yourlasb touK&ueA tA the dying- day, 
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^^£ THAT BRIGHTLY BEAMING STAIU 

rS ®®® that brightly beaming star, 
J ft ^^^rest to the Queen of night ; 

^®^er on that planet gaze 
To th' ^^^^^ tears obscure my sight, 
J, ^'^k how oft beneath its ray 
^d if ^'"^l®^ ^0^^ ^y Mary's side ; 
H^^*^^^^ to hail the happy day, 

®^ I should claim her as my bride. 

We t^^^ 

Y"Q^^t)le side by side no more, 
Oh I ^ ^llock tells the reason why ; 

^^ ^he mansions of the blest 
It ne V ^"^^^ bright orbs which dock the s!cy, 

X'^^ .j^** can be deemed a sin 
Atnirt ^^ that from that orb I soe 
j^X ^>^€ pcuse in rapture's son^% 
^ ^Xary looking down on mu. 



TO HELEN. 

.-^-^ ^v ^^ hills in the mountains, away 

^^ IyT^ J^*^ plodding bustle of men, 
^^^Vv\ I ^°^™6r-sun smiles with his earliest ray, 

^ 'ft a * ®™ ^® slumbers again ; 
*t^^'k\i -x^^^ion that stands in a quiet retrca*-, 

^ tv ^^^-covered windows and door, | 

^*\yet® ue nmsio of wood-birds adds melody sweet ! 

to ^ that was lovely before. j 

^gt '^^ not the mild sun-beam which sheds over all | 

ltd ^arm golden tissue of light ; I 

]^or **^wild running woodbine that climbs o*er the wall, j 

jHor the birds with their song of delight ; 

3at <)^I there's a spirit inhabits the placf^ 
fb&t mIIows the region of bliss ; 

^d cold must the heart be that e'er can efEace 
A scene so enchanting as. this. 

fji0re are moments of rapture we ne'er can forget, 

Xbst will beam on Life's loneliest hour ; 
j^ when all else is dark will a radiance reflect, 
Ute the rainbow that ioUows the showers 



\ 
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And 8uch is the bliss tliat a smile can impart 
When beaming from features divine ; 

And such the wild rapture that thrills to the heai 
Awakened, my Helen, by thine,! 

Then turn not, my mountain maid, turn not awa] 

Unworthy howe'er it may be. 
From the heart which undianging, its homage w 

Of purest devotion to thee ; 
For if there's a joy which through life can endon 

And never grow dim to the close, 
It must spring from affection, which, constant an 

Knows not of decay or repose. 



BE MINE, DEAR MAID. 

Be mine, dear maid ; thy faithful heart 

Can never prove untrue ; 
'Twere easier, far, from life to pai't, 

Than cease to live for you. 
My soul, gone forth from this lone breast, 

Lives only, love, in thine ; 
There is its only home of rest. 

Its dear, its chosen shrine. 
Then turn thee not away, my dear. 

Oh I turn thee not away, love ; 
For by the light of truth I swear 

To love thee night and day, love. 

Tis not mine eye thy beauty loves, 

Mine ear thy tuneful voice : 
But 'tis my heart, thy heart approves^ 

A life enduring choice. 
The lark shall first forget to sing,. 

When mom unfolds the east. 
Ere I by change or coldness wring 

Thy fond confiding breast* 



^ 
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THE RAVEN. 

I a midnight dreary, while I pondered, wenk and wearj, 
r a quaint and curious Tolame of forgotten lore — 
odded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping, 
e one gently rapping, rapping at roy chamber door, 
le visitor,*' I muttered, " tapping at my chamber door- 
Only this and nothing more*" 

nctly I remember it was in the bleak December, 

I separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon theflonr. 

wished the morrow ;^yainly I bad sought to borrow 

books surcease of sorrow — sorrow for the lost Lenore — 

are and radiant maiden when) the angels name Lenure — 

Nameless here for evermore. 

silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple curtain 
me — filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before ; 
now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating 
me visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door— 
je visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door ; 
This it is and nothing more*" 

y my soul grew stronger ; hesitating then no longer, 
laid I, "or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore; 
fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping, 
faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door, 
icarce was sure I heard you"— here I opened wide the 

door; 

Darkness there and nothingjnore! 

JO that darkness peering, long I stood there, wonderiiig, 

fearing, 

ig, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream bo- 
fore; 

! silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token, 

9 only word there spoken was the whispered word, " Le- 
nore !" 

whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, " Le- 
nore 1" 

Merely this, and nothing more. 
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Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burains^ 
Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat londer than befoze* 
** Surely,*' said I, ** surely that is something at my window lat- 
tice ; 
Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore ~ 
Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore ; — 

'Tis the wind and nothing more.*' 

Oi>en here I f'ung the shutter, whon, with many a flirt and flat^ 

ter,. 
In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore- 
Is ot the least obeisance made he; not an iustant Bto])ped or stay- 
ed he; 
But with mien of lord or lady, perclied above my chamber door- 
Perched upon abiu>t of Tullas jusl above my chamber door — 

Percho I, and sat, and nothing moie. 

Then, this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling, 
By the grave and stem uecorum of the countenance it wore, 
** Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou," I said,* 'art sun 

no craven, 
Ghastly grim and ancient Haven wandering from the Nightl] 

shore — 
Tell me what tby lordly name is on the ^'ight's Plutonian shore!" 
Quoth the Haven, " Kevermora.' 

Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly 
Though its answer little meaning — little relevancy bore ; 
Por we cannot help agreeing, that no living human being. 
Ever yet was blest with seeing bird above his chamber door- 
Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door, 

I With such name as " Nevermore*" 

! 

But the Eaven, sitting lonely on that placid bust, spoke only 
That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour, 
Nothi ng further then he uttered ; not a feather then he flattered •*, 
Till I scarcely more than muttered, ** Other frienda have ] 

bjfore— 
On the morrow h£ will leave me, as my hopes haveflown befaief 
Then the bird said " Nevermon.* 
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ed at the Btillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, 
btleasy!' said I, ** what it utters is its only stock and store^ 
it from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster 
Ked fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore— 
tie dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore^ 
Of **Kevermore, nevermore." 

he Baven still beguiling all my sad soul into smiling, 
ght I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird and bust 

and door ; 
., apon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking 
y unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore— 
t this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of 

yoro — 

Meant in croaking '* Nevermore.** 

I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing 
le fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom's core ; 
and more J sat divining, with my head at ease reclining 
le cushion's velvet linini^ that the lamp-light gloated o'er, 
jchose velvet violet lining with the lamp-light gloating o'er. 
She shall press, ah, nevermore! 

, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen 

censer 
g by angels whose faint footfalls tinkled on the tufted floor. 
»tch,*' I cried, ** thy God hath lent thee — by these angels 
be bath sent thee 

iQ respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore ! 

oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore !*' 
Quoth the Raven " Nevermore.'* 

phet!"saidl, "thing of evil I — prophet still, if bird or 

devil I— 
lier Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here 

ashore, 
ate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted— 
lis home by Horror haunted— tell me truly, I implore— 
^o^is tbeie balm in Gilead ? — tell me— tell me, I implore!'* 
Qnoth the Haven, "Nevermore." 



\ 
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** Prophet I" said I, "thing of evil — ^prophet still, if bii 

devil I 
By that Heaven that bends above us— by that God we 

adore — 

Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aid 

It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lent 

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Len 

Quoth the Raven, " Neverm 

Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend V* I shri 

upstarting — 
^' Get thee back into the tempest and the Night*s Plut' 

shore I 
Leave no black plume as atoken of that lie thy soul hath sp< 
Leave my loneliness unbroken!— quit the bust above my ( 
Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form fro 

my door I " 

Quoth the Raven, " Neverm^ 

And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sittir 
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door ; 
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon's that is di 

ing, 
And the lamp-light o*er him streaming throws his shadi 

the floor ; 
And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating ( 

floor 

Shall be lifted— nevei 



DO YOU EVER THINK OF ME ? 

Do you ever think of me, love, 

Do you ever think of me ? 
When I'm away from thee, love, 

With my bark upon the sea P 
My thoughts are ever turning, 

On thee, where'er I roam. 
And my heart is ever yearning. 

For the quiet scenes of home. 

When sailing on the billow. 
Do you think I must forget; 

The streamlet and the willow. 
And the bower where we met ? 
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No ; I fancy thou art near me, 
When the gales are murmuring by, 

When the waves alone can hear me, 
And 'tis but the zephyr's sigh. 



OH I TURN THOSE DEAIl, DEAR EYES AWAY. 

Oh ! turn those dear, dear eyes away, 

My cheek with love is blushing ! 
And though a smile may o'er it play, 

My eyes with tears are gushing. 

Oh I look not in mine eyes, love, 

They tell a tale too true ; 
See not my blushes rise, love, 
Nor listen to my sighs, love. 
For blushes, sighs, and eyes, lovo. 

All speak, all speak for you. 



TOO WELL I LOVE THEE, 

Go, lover, false ! go man, unkind 1 

My heart may break, but can't forget thee ; 

Wen though remembrance probes my mind, 
And bids me rue the day I met thee! 

Go where you will, o'er land or seas. 

Where sun-beams bum, or waters freeze, 
Yes, traitor I yes, too well I love thee ! 

Go, wily fiend! with serpent tongue. 

And tell how well that tongue deceived mo ; 

"What vows you made, what praises sung. 
And make thy boast how I believed thee ! 

Go. poijured man I with manless heart, 
But let no woman's eye behold thee ; 

Wound no fond breast with falsehood's dart, 
Nor wMsper tales like those jrou told me! 
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THE BROKEN HEART. 

Fabewell! in despair 

I escape from thy wiles, 
Thy frowns I can bear, 

And even thy smiles ; 
Take back that dear tokeny 

That blessed me before,. 
The heart you have broken 

Can prize it no more. 

Now vain were thy favour,. 

Thy pity more vain, 
I am lost, and for ever,^ 

To pleasure, to pain. 
Words sweetly spoken 

Deceived me before. 
But the heart you have broken. 

Can trust it no more. 



IT IS NOT FOR THINE EYE OF BLUE, 

It is not for thine eye of blue,. 

Nor for thy dark and glossy huic,. 
Nor for thy cheek of ro&y hue, 

Nor for thy lovely bosom fair 
That I do love thee ! for to me, 
There are far brighter charms in thee !. 

But it is for thy gentle mind. 

Thy placid and expansive brow, 
Imagination, mild and kind. 

Which bums with clear, and fervid- glow, 
I'hat I do love thee ; and I see,. 
A thousand matchless charms in thee I 



I SHALL NEVER SEE HER MORE. 

AxD has she then fail'd in her truth 

The beautiful maid I adore; 
Shall I never again hear her voice, 

Nor see her lov'd form any more P 
No, no, no, I shall never see her more. 
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Ah, Selima, cmel you prove ! 

Yet sure my hard lot you*D bewail ; 
I could not presume you would love, 

Yet pity I hop'd would prevail. 

And since hatred alone I inspire, 

Life henceforth is not worth my care, 

Death now is my only desire, 
I give myself up to despair. 



SHE THINKS OF THE PROMISE SHE MADE HIM 
AT PARTING. 

She thinks of the promise she made him at parting, 
And suitors strive vainly her hand to obtain, 
For the vows she has uttered shall never be broken. 
The maiden will true to her lover remain. 

She sighs not for title, for riches or^pendour, 
Bright bubbles that melt in a moment away. 
Her hand she bestows where her heart can go with it, 
The bosom's affection will never decay. 

'Tis this that must shine in a season of sorrow, 
And last when the hey-day of passion is o*er, 
When beauty shall fade like the dew of the morning, 
And title and gold raise ambition no more. 



TIME CANNOT CHANGE MY LOVE. 

Time cannot change my love for thee ; 

For when, in age, thy step I hear, 
Though feeble; yet, my love, 'twill be 

Sweet music to thy Laura's ear I 
When those love-darting eyes shall fade, 

That now thy inmost thoughts ezpresti,. 
And silver those bright ringlets Khade, 

Ah ! think not that I love thee less. 

And when, at last, wc'^re doomed to lay 
Mid kindred dust, our aged heads. 

O'er us shall cheering sunbeams playj 
And one tree shade our narrow bods ; 
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And as tue winds of heaven strew 
Its flowret's o'er that bed of thine, 

Ere they, my love, can fall on you. 
They'll shed their trembling leaves on mine. 



SWEET GIRL, I'LL LOVE THEE EVER. 

Though sorrow's fiend may interpose, 

And seek our hearts to sever. 
Whilst lily blooms or hawthorn grows, 

Sweet girl, I'll love thee ever. 
Lot worlillingST fi^^^^ astbu li ^\ 

Long for each fluwer they view: 
My ev*ry hope's combin'd in thee — 

A flow*r moro fair ne'er grew. 

Thdugh doom^d^ perhaps, within the strifc, 

By HO mo rud<5 hand to puii^^b, 
My fttithfal lioart, whilst I have life, 

Thy lovely fonn shall cherish ; 
YoT th&y who loYje so true as me. 

No griof thtsir love -can weaken : 
Though I may be forsook by thee, 

Thou'lt never be forsaken. 



OH! THAT KISS. 

On Baltic billows rode my sKip, 

The boatswain loud was calling ! 
On mine Pauhna pressed her lip. 

And said while tears were falling ; 
"In foreigb climes, ! think on thial 

Your heart let naught deprave it ; 
But bring me back my parting kiss, 

As pure as when I gave it.'* 
Oh that kisfl, that sweet, sweet kissi 

Tho kiA8 sho g^vi^ at parting ; 
In pain and grief^ still brought relief 

And kc^pt the tear from starting. 
In br&eze aud battle, hve long yoara, 

1 did a s^anis.n'B duty ; 
When pleasure call'd, I clo8*d my ears, 

And tum'd my eyes from beauty. 
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The wanton's tale of boasted bliM» 
I heard, but ne'er believed it. 

And back I've brought that parting kiss, 
As pore as I received it. 



BELIEVE ME, IF ALL THOSE ENDEARING YOUNG 
CUAKMS. 

Believe me, if all those endearing young charms, 

Which I gaze on so fondly to-day, 
Were to change by to-morrow and fade in my amin, 

like fairy-gifts fleeting away : 
Thou wouldst still be adored, as this moment thou art, 

Let thy loveliness fade as it will ; 
And round the dear ruin each wish of my heart 

Would entwine itself verdantly still. 

It is not while beauty and youth are their own, 

And thy cheeks unprofan*d by a tear, 
That the fervour and faith of a soul can be known. 

To which time will but make thee more dear. 
* Oh! the heart that has truly lov'd, never forgets, 

But as truly loves on to the close ; 
As the sun-flower turns on her god, when he sets, 

The same look which he turned when he rose ! 



OH, YE&, DEAR LOVE, SO TENDERLY. 

On yes, dear love, so tenderly, 

So blindly I adore thee. 
Dominion, wealth, fame, victor)*, 

Fade, worthless, all before thee. 

Though other beauties swell my train. 

With languid eyes I view them ; 
All former joys have fled — in vain 

I study to renew them. 

Time was the charms of pomp and power, 
Ambition's thirst, would seize me ; 

Time was, the battle's thrilling hour. 
And viotory'* 'WTeath* could please mo. 
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But, oh ! dear love, so tenderly — 
So blindly I adore thee ; 

Dominion, wealth, fame, victory, 
Fade, worthless, now before tuec. 



WE MEET NO MORE, OH! THINK ON M. 

We meet no more. Oh I think on nie, 

Tho' lost to sense for ever. 
Yet faithful mem'ry's record dear 

Whispers we shall jxot sever. 

No, by the lips' of richest sweets, 

Oh ! never press'd by me I 
No, by that soft eye's humid fires, 

I must remember thee. 

Each passing object' b casual light. 

Shall oft revive its power. 
Even yon pale beams shall wake the .thought. 

They lit our parting hour. 

And then I "think I see that foin). 

In ardent beauty glowing. 
And at the thought a tear shall wake, 

As fond as now 'tis flowing. 



I 

I 80 WARMLY WE MET. 

So warmly we met, and so fondly we parted, 
; That which was the sweeter e'en I could not teD,— 

That first look of welcome her sunny eyes darted. 

Or that tear of passion which blessed our £Eu:ewelL 
To meet was a blessing, to part thus another, 

Our smiles and our tears seem'd two rivals in bCss; 
Oh, Cupid's two eyes are not liker each other, 

In smiles and in tears, than that moment to this! 

The first was like day-break, new, sudden, delioioiu, 
The dawn of a pleasure scarce kindled np yet,; 

The last was tho farewell of day-light more pre<doa% 
Hore glowing and deej) as 'tis nearer its se^ 
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Our meeting, though happy, was tinged by a sorrow, 
To think that such happiness could not remain, 

While our parting, though sad, gave a hope that to-morrow 
Would bring back the blest hour of meeting again. 



SHE COMES IN VISIONS FAIR AND BRIGHT. 

She comes in visions fair and bright. 

My lonely path to bless. 
And to this poor bereaved heart 

To whisper Happiness. 
The same unchanging voice I hear, 

In all its dulcet tone, 
The same dear bosom fondly press 

Which throbb'd for me alone. 

Then gentle sleep mine eyelids senl. 

Since joy like this you bring. 
Oh ! who would wish from such a stiito 

To wake to suffering P 
The precious interval of bliss, 

By balmy slumber given. 
Is like the dawn of childhood's day, 

The soul's first glimpse of Heaven. 



5HE BLOOMS NO MORE. 

" Oh priraavcra, gioventu dell' anno, 

Bella madre di llori 

Tu tomi ben, ma teco 

Nod tomaai i sereni 

E fortunati di delle mi goego."— OuarinL 

I DREAD to see the summer sun 

Come glowing up the sky, 
And early pansies, one by one, 

Opening the violet eye. 

The choral melody of June, 
The perfumed breath of heaven, 

The dewy mom, the radiant noon, 
The lingering light of even— 
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These, which bo charmed my careless heart 

In happy dajrs gone by, 
A deeper sadness now impart 

To Memory's thoughtful eye. 

They speak of one who sleeps in death, 

Her race untimely o'er — 
Who ne'er shall taste Spring's honey'd breath. 

Nor see her glories more : 

Of one who shared with me in youth 

Life's sunshine and its flowers, 
And kept unchanged her bosom's truth 

Through all its darker hours. 

She faded when the leaves were sere, 

And wail'd the autumnal blast ;. 
With all the glories of the year. 

From earth her spirit passed^ 

Again the fair azalea bows 

Beneath its snowy crest ;. 
In yonder hedge the hawthorn blows. 

The robin builds her nest ; 

The tulips lift their proud tiars, 

The lilac waves her plumes, 
And peeping through my lattice bars. 

The rose 'acacia blooms. 

Breathe but one word, ye starry flowers-l 

One little word to teU, 
If in that far off shadow land, • 

Love and Remembrance dwell.. 

For she can bloom on earth no more^ 

Whose early doom I mourn ; 
Nor Spring nor Summer can restoro 

Our flower,, untimely shorn. 

Now dink aa folded violets 

Her eyes of dewy light, 
And her rosy lips have mournfully^ 

Breathed out their last good>ui^ht t 
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She ne'er shall hear again the song 

Of merry birds in Spring, 
Nor roam the flowery braes amon^ 

In the year's young blossoming;. 

Nor longer in the lingering light 

Of summer's eve shall we, 
Locked hand in hond^ together sit" 

Beneath the greenwood tree. 

'Tis therefore that I dread to see 

The glowing summer sun, 
And balmy blossoms on the tree 

Unfolding one by one. 

They speak of things that once have been, 

But never more can be : 
And earth all decked in smiles again 

Is still a waste to me. 



SHE NEVER BLAM'D HIM, NEVERl 

She never blam'd him, never; 

But received him when ho cuino,. 
With a welcome kind as ever. 

And she tried to look the saino— 
But vainly she dissembled. 

For whon'ershe tried to smile, 
A tear unbidden trembled 

In her blue eye all the while. 

She knew that she was d3ring, 

And she dreaded not her doom : 
She never thought of sighing, 

O'er her beauty's blighted bloom — 
She knew her cheek was alter'd, 

And she know her eye was dim;. 
But her sweet voice only falter'd. 

When she spoke of losing him, 

'Tie true that he had lur'd her 
From the isle where she was bom;. 

'Tk true he had inur'd her 
To the coM world's cruel scorn— 
U 
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But yet she never blam'd him, 
For the anguish she had known ; 

And tho' she seldom nam'd him. 
Yet she thought of him alone. 

She sigh*d when he caress'd her. 

For she knew that they must part; 
She spoke not when he press'd her, 

To his young and panting heart — 
The banners wav'd around her, 

And she heard the bugle's sound ; 
They passed, and strangers found her 

Cold and lifeless on the ground. 



NO JOY WITHOUT MY LOVE. 

If not with thee I'm blest, 

In Tain I twine the bower ; 
If not to deck thy breast, 

In vain I wreath the flower. 
Such scenes as these no joys can prove, 
On earth, no joy without my love. 

Awaken'd by the genial year, 
The warblers trill their lay ; 

The verdant fields bedeck'd appear 
With all the sweets of May. 

Such scenes as these no joys can prove:. 

On earth, no joys without my love. 



FAREWELL, LOVE. 

Wilt thou say farewell, love. 

And from Rosa part ? 
Rosa's tears will tell, love, 

The anguish of her heart. 
I'll still be thine and thou'lt be mine, 

I'll love thee though we sever. 
Oh, say can I e'er cease to sigh. 

Or cease to love I No, never ! 

Wilt thou think of me, love, 

When thou art far away ? 
Oh ! I'll think of thee, love, 

NeveTf never stray | 
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I'll still be thine, and thou'lt be miue^ 
I'll loye thee, though we sever, 

Oh I say can I e'er cease to sigh, 
Or cease to love ? No, never 1 

Let not others' wile, love, 

Thy ardent heart betray, 
Bemember Rosa's smile, lovc^ 

Rosa's far away. 
I'll still be thine, and thou'lt be mine, 

I'll love thee, though we sever. 
Oh ! say can I e'er cease to sigh, 

Or cease to love F No, never i 



A WEARY LOT IS THINE. 

" A WBABT lot is thine, fair maltl, 

A weary lot is thine ! 
To pull the thorn thy brow to braid. 

And press the me for wine. 
A lightsome eye, a soldier's mien, 

A feather of the blue, 
A doublet of the Lincoln green, 

No more of me you know, 

My love I 

No more of me you know. 

" This mom, merry June, I trow. 

The rose is budding fain ; 
But she shall bloom in winter snow. 

Ere we two meet again."— 
He turned his charger as he spake. 

Upon the river's shore ; 
lie gave his bridle reins a shake. 

Said, ** Adieu for evermore, 

' My love ] 

And adieu lor evermore." 



SYMPATHY. 

Ik these I bear so dear a part. 
By love so firm am thine, 

That each affection of the hearty 
By sympathy is mina. 
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"When thou art griev'd, I grieve no lesa^ 
My joys by thine are known ; 

And every good thou wouldst possess, 
Becomes in wish my own. 



I 



SHE WAS A PHANTOM OF DELIGHT. 

She was a phantom of delight, 
"When first she gleam'd upon my sight ; 
A lovely apparition, sent 
To be a moment's ornament ; 
Her eyes as stars of twilight fair ; 
Like twilight's too, her dusky hair; 
But all things else about her drawn 
From May- time and the cheerful dawn ; 
A dancing shape, an image gay. 
To haunt, to startle, and waylay, 

I saw her upon nearer view, 

A spirit yet a woman too ! 

Her household motions light and free, 

And steps of virgin liberty ; 

A countenance in which did meet 

Sweet records, promises as sweet ; 

A creature not too bright or good 

For human nature's daily food ; 

For transient sorrows, simple wiles, 

Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles. 

And now I see with eye serene 

The very pulse of the machine ; 

A being breathing thoughtful breath,. 

A traveller between life and death; 

The reason firm, the temperate will. 

Endurance, foresight, strength, and skill ; 

A perfect woman, nobly plann'd. 

To warn, to comfort, and command ; 

And yet a spirit still, and bright 

With something of an angel light. 
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YOU ASK ME, SWEET MAID. 

You ask me, sweet maid, if my vows are sincere, 

And call for some proof of my lovo ; 
Still doubtiug my passion, I see but too clear — 

But, pr'ytliee, such fancies remove : 
Or if, as you say, lovers' vows are but breath, 

O set me some task to perform ! 
And 1*11 brave it, tho' ciicled by peril or death. 

And sm^e as I bu£fct the storm : 
But this, this, believe me, can poorly express 

How truly, how dearly I lovo thee. 

Nay, bid me some action or enterprise dare, 

That men, though the boldest, would shun ; 
And whether by water, earth, lire, or air, 

ril do it, if 'tis to be done. 
And if still a doubt in thy fancy remains, 

Injurious to lovo and to me, 
O fetter me more, if you can, with your chains I ' 

Nor ever— oh, no ! — set me free. 
But this, this, believe me, can poorly exprebs 

How truly, how dearly I love thee. 

O let my fond vows some favour obtain, 

And pleasure succeed to my toil I 
Accept them, dear girl ! and, to banish my pain, 

O crown the kind words with a smile I 
Ah, yes, for there's surely a pleasure divine 

In the smile of the girl we adore — 
A promise so soft that no words can define ; 

It says that your doubts are no more ; 
That now you believe — what no words can exprcsn 

How truly, how dearly I love thee. 



STANZAS. 

lent to a Lady after reading some beautiful Verses which she had 
written, complaining of a Disappomtmeut in Love. 



Has then each dream of hope departed 
From the soft shelter of my breast. 

Fled from a maid so gentle-hearted. 
And left thee void of rosy rest ? 



i. 
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Has love, in fedsehood's garb array'd, 
Wreath' d itself round thy very soul, 

Then on thy bosom's pleasures prey'd, 
And yielded thee to griefs control P 

And have thy gem-Uke tears been given 

To one so cold so undeserving, 
Who chose to shun love's promis'd heaven. 

From honour and from beauty swervij^g ? 

Oh I cease to mourn, nor e'er again 
Lament a loss, not worth lamenting ; 

Awake thy lyre to joy's light strain, 
Fair taste and genius both consenting : 

For taste and genius both are thine ; 

And Friendship still shall wait to bless thee ; 
Love still shall woo thee to his shrine, 

When one who can esteem shall press thee. 

Forgive the theme a stranger wreathes ; 

Forgive his vague, unmeaning measure ; 
Whose wish, as thus his thoughts he breathoF, 

Is, that thy breast may taste of pleasure. 



HER MOUTH WITH A SMILE. 

Heb mouth with a smile. 
Devoid of all guile,^ 

Half open to view 
Is the bud of the rose, 
In the morning that blows, 

Impearl'd with the dew. 

More fragrant her breath, 
Than the flower-scented heath 

At the dawning of day ; 
The hawthorn in bloom. 
The lily's perfume. 

Or the blossoms of May* 
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JULIO TOLD MB WHEN WE PARTED. 

Julio told me when we parted. 

Nought but death should cause his stay ; 
To mine eye a tear had etarted, 

Julio kifis'd the drop away. 
Autumn winds now chill my dwelling : 

'Twas in spring I lost uiy dear; 
Orief afresh mine eye is swelling, 

But no kiss imbibes the tear. 

With the flowers that Julio planted. 

Oft I dress the vacant chair ; 
Stand before it, gaze enchanted,— 

Gaze, and tbink my rover there. 
Oft the kiss he gave at parting, 

Midnight sleeps return to cheer ; 
But too soon my senses starting, 

Lose the kiss to find the tear. 



YOUNG ELLEN LORAINB. 

EN I parted from Erin, heart-broken to leave thcc, 
dreamt not of falsehood, young Ellen Loraine, 
ought tho' but woman thou wouldst not deceive lue, 
h, why art thou faithless, young Ellen Loraine ^ 
ved thee in sorrow, I sought thee in danger. 
Ad dear was the peril, and sweet was the pain ; 
now is thy look like the look of the stranger, 
hy why art thou faithless, young Ellen Loraine ? 

thou wert the vision that lighten'd my pillow, 

he litar of my darkness, young Ellen Loraine ; 

the bloom to the rose, as the sun to the billow, 

hou cam'st in my slumber, young Ellen Loraine. 

m think of me yet, when the false world deceives thoc, 

ud friends of gay fortune look cold on thy wane, 

en the sheen of thy cheek like the summer's night leaves thee, 

hou*lt think how I loved thee, young Ellon Loraine. 

! speak not to me, in those eyes I discover, 

he wrongs thou bast done me, young Ellen Loraine, 

rest in the arms of a happier lover— 

0| lovely, but frdthloss, young Ellen Loraino ; 
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The moiiieuid of rapture, the vowr and the token, 
That thrill in my bosom and bum in my brain, 

Go, false one, and laugh at the heart thou hast broken, 
Go, lovely, but faithless, young Ellen Loraine. 



COME, SHINING FORTH, MY DEAREST. 

Come, shining forth, my dearest, 

With looks of warm delight ; 
Shed joy as thou appearest, 

Like morning beams of light. 
Like morning's beam of light, love, 

Mild shines thine azure eye ; 
Thine absence is a night, love. 

In which I droop and die. 

Oh! let me hear that tongue, love. 

Whose music thrills my heart, 
Like notes by angels sung, love. 

When souls in bliss depart. 
And at thy casement rising, 

lUume my ravish' d sight. 
Like day the world surprising, 

With morning beams of light. 



THE FAITHLESS LOVER. 

Far, far from me my lover flies — 

A faithless lover he : 
In vain my tears, in vain my sighs, 

No longer true to me. 

He seeks another. 

Lie still, my*.hBart^ no longer grieve. 

No pangs to hi^n betray. 
Who taught yoiiYhese sad sighs to heave^ 

Then laughing went away. 

To seek another. 
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O, THE ACCENTS OF LOVE. 

), THE accents of Love ! can they over again 

Speak peace to this desolate soul ; 
kVhen o*er my life's lord the deep floods of the iiKiia 

Now darkly and moumfiilly roll ? 

3, no I let them search in my Algernon's grave, 
Would they learn where my heart is entombed ; 

Let them pierce to those chambers beneath the dark wave, 
No sun-beam hath ever iUumed. 

But let them not hope to revive it ^ith sighs, 

Or reach it with accents of love; 
'Twill mock their endeavours, for, buried, it lies, 

With fathomless waters above. 



HE'S GONE. 

He's gone and I shall never suo 

His manly form again, 
And peace has now forsaken me, 

From tears I can't refrain ; 
The time seems long, tho' 'twas this morn. 

He left me here alone. 
He swore he'd ne'er forget, and then 

Left me to sigh and moan. 

Can he foi^et how oft he's sworo 

To love no one but me, 
He may when in the cities, for 

He fairer maids will see ; 
He said that to his mountain rose, 

He ever true would prove, 
A tear should never dim mine eya. 

He ne'er would cease to love. 

He whisper'd when he last embraced. 

Some comfort to my heart ; 
He said that impropitious fatc^ 

Should ne'er us lovers part ; 
He quickly would be here again, 

And wed without delay ; 
Oh, when I see him here again, 

'Twill be a happy day. 
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ELIZA. 

Eliza was the loveliest maid 

That e'er was caught in Falsehood's snare; 
A modest blush her cheek array* d 

And Virtue stampt her image there ; 
No damsel of the Sylvan scene, 

With her in beauty could compare. 
And every shepherd round the green, 

Declar'd her fairest of the fair. 

A baron's son of high degree, 

(Beneath whose smile did Falsehood dwell) 
The Fair Eliza chanc'd to see. 

And love he counterfeited well. 
As oft they stray'd along the vale. 

He vow*d from her he ne'er would part ; 
She listened to his faithless tale, 

And gave him all her virgin heart. 

But soon the hapless maiden found 

Her ruin 'twas alone he sought ; 
Oh I then she sank upon the ground. 

In all the agony of thought. 
The roses fled her dimpled cheek. 

Loud to the passing winds she sigh'd. 
Heart-broken, but resign' d and meek — 

With grief the fair Eliza died. 



FORGET THEE. 

Forget thee I — in my banquet hall 

Go ask my fellow men ; 
Or ask the tear that secret falls. 

If I forget thee then. 
The midnight hours, with song and wino, 

I ever shar'd with thee ; 
Tbe midnight hours, they still are thine, 

And fatal memory I 

Forget thee I in the mirthful dance. 
There steals some eye's bright ray, 

Like thine — that makes me with its glance 
Turn swift in tears away. 
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Oo ask my minstrels, when they breathe 

The verse the poet's pen 
With each Parnassian sweet hath wreath'd. 

If I forgat thee then. 

Forget thee!— Oh, there is but one 

Could from my memory chase 
Each sweet charm I've gazed upon, 

Each softly winning grace. 
To be that one's, my first, first vow, 

I pledged with infant breath, 
And he comes to demand me now. 

That rival, love— is death! 

Forget thee! — when my funeral uni 

Thy tearful gaze shall meet. 
And censers of aroma bum, 

Exhaling at my feet : 
When winds and storms careering sweep 

Unheeded o'er my breast, 
And cypress waves— then turn and weep. 

And own my love's at rest I 



SMILE AGAIN, MY BONNY LASSIE. 

Smile again my bonnie lassie. 

Lassie smile again, 
Prithee do not frown, sweet lassio. 

For it gives me pain. 
If to love thee too sincerely 

Be a fEnilt in me. 
Thus to use me so severely, 

Is not kind in thee. 

Fare thee well, my bonny lassio, 

Lassie, fare thee well, 
Time will show thee, bonny lassi;?, 

More than tongue can tell. 
Tho* we're doom'd by fate to sevor^ 

(And 'tis hard to part,) 
Still, believe me, thou shalt ever 

Own my fieiithful heart. 
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RETURN, MY LOVE. 

Return, my love I and we'll never part. 
While the mom her soft light shed, 

I'll hold thee fast to my virgin heart, 
And my bosom shall pillowthy head. 

The breath of the woodbine is on my lips, 

Impearl'd in the dews of May ; 
And no one but thou of its sweetness shall eip, 

Or steal its honey away. 



CANST THOU LOVE ME, MARY? 

Canst thou love me, Mary ? 
Wilt thou love me, Maryf 
Didst thou love me, Mary, 

Blest I'd be I 
Nae greater gift can Heav'n bestow. 

Thou art sae dear to me. 

Thou hast stown my heart, O Mary dear. 

With thy bewitching e'e. 
And though a lowly cottage maid, 

Thou'rt a' the world to me I 

When first the moon peeps o'er the hill, 

This night O steal to me. 
And by two dazzling stars, thy e'en, 

I swear I'U wedded be. 



WHEN FIRST HE WOO'D AND WON My LC 
When first he woo'd and won my love, 

How sweetly passed the time away! 
I little thought those hours would prove 

Like sunshine on an April day. 
But soon the light of joy was o'er, 
And clouded every hope of bliss, 
And love and fortune smil'd no more. 
And sad was then our parting kiss. 
But the clouds are gone. 

And the sun will shine. 

And the merry bells ring, 

When my love is mine. 
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OH, WAS I TO BLAME TO LOVE HER. 

Oh, was I to blame to love her ? 
Oh, was I to blame to love her ? 
So gentle, so kind, I could not be blind, 
I am not to blame to love her. 

My heart it may break with sorrow, 

My heart it may break with sorrow, 

*Ti8 lost for her sake, no complaints will I make, 

Tho' my heart it may break with sorrow. 

Oh, saw you yon tree's sweet blossom, 

Oh, saw you yon tree's sweet blossom. 

Like me in thy sight, I will fade with the blight. 

Oh, blame not my love but the blossom. 

Oh, pride of my heart, I love thee ! 

Ob, pride of my heart, I love thee ! 

The zephyrs, the sky, may change, but not I, 

Oh, blame not this heart 'cause it loves thee. 



WHEN THY BOSOM. 

When thy bosom heaves a sigh, 
When the tear o'erflows thine eye, 
May sweet hope afford relief, 
Cheer thy heart and calm thy grief. 

So the tender flower appears 
Drooping wet with morning tears, 
Till the sun-beam's genial ray 
Chase the heavy dew away. 



THE PERSECUTED. 

Oh angel I thine be threefold bliss in heaven, 
For thou on this dark earth hast much forgiycn. 

It was a bitter pain 
That pierced her gentle heart ; 
For barbed by malice was the dart, 
And sped with treachery's deadliest art,. 

The shaft ne'er sped in vain. 
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That trusting heart, so true, 

(For guile it never knew !) 
The tender heart that ever clung 
Where its wild wreath of love was flung — 
The proud high heart that could have bomo 
All, save that false, unrighteous scorn — 

It writhed beneath the stroke 
Of that strange, cruel wrong : 

Yet not — not then it broke — 
For brave it was and strong I 

'Twas like the startled dove. 
Scared from her woody nest — 

Her sheltered home of love, 
Deep in the mountain's breast : 

"When first she mounts, the caverns ring 

To the wild flapping of her wing; 

But once aloft, ehe cleaves the light, 

And floats in cahn, unruffled flight 

Thus sti'uggling o'er the woe to rise, 

The stricken, heart-distempered flies — 
Thus soars at last, its pain and peril o*er, 
berene in tranquil pride, to fear the shaft no more. 



THE- MAIDEN I LOVE. 

The maiden I love is the theme of my lay, 

She is blooming and fair as the mom just begun. 

Her eyes soft and bright as the first beam of day, 
And her ringlets like dark clouds that curl round the s 

Like heaven's own light, when heaven is most bright, 
Her smiles such a brilliancy every where throw ; 

In the depth of her eyes a divinity lies. 
And a god seems to dwell on her beautiful brow. 

Such, such is the maiden I live to adore. 
And I prize her the wealth of the world above ; 

I have told her — I've sworn aU this o'er and o'er, 
Yet she smiles on my sorrow and not on my love. 

V 

The hope of my heart may in sadness depart, 
While it beats it will cherish her memory still. 

Though its efforts may die, and its best fieeJiags lie^ 
Like the ocean xound Hecla, eternally chQI. 
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THE IMPATIENT LASSlfi. 

'Deuce tak the clock, click-clackin sac, 

6tfll in a body's ear ; 
It tells and tells the time is past 

When Jonnie should been here : 
Deuce tak the wheel, 'twill not rin round, 

Nae mair to-neet* I'll spin. 
But count each minute wi' a sigh. 

Till Jonnie he steals in. 

How nice the spunkyf fire it burns 

For twicej: to sit beside ! 
And there's the seat where Johnnie sitn, 

And I forget to «hide ! 
My father, too, how sweet he snores i 

My mother's fast asleep : 
He promis'd oft : but, oh! I fear 

His word he wunnet{ keep I 

What can it be keeps him frae me ? 

The ways are not so lang ; 
And sleet and snow are nought at a'. 

If yenji were fain to gang ! 
Some ither lass, wi' bonnier feaoe, 

Has catch*d his wicked e'e. 
And I'll be pointed at at kirk~ 

Nayl suinerlf let me dee! 

O durst we lasses nobbut** gang 

And sweetheart them we like, 
I'd rin to thee, my Jonnie, lad, 

Nor stop at bog or dike I 
But custom's sic ft a silly thing, 

For men mun hae their way, 
. And mony a bonnie lassie sit, 

And wish frae day to day. 

But whisht! — I hear my Jonnie's foot- 
Aye, that's his verra clog ! 
He stecksJt the faul-yeat§J softly too— 
O hang that colley dog I 
• To-night. + Cheerful. t Two. \ Will not f| One. 
r Sooner. ••But only. ++ Such. « Shuts. W Foldgate. 
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Now, hey, for sighs and sugar words, 

Wi* kisses not a few — 
O but this warld's a paradise 

When lovers they prove true. 



THE MAIDEN'S DREAM. 

*• Thrice hallowed be that dawn of love when the maiden'^s check 
blushes at the conscious sweetness of her own innocent thought 
Jean Paul. 

Ask not if nhe loves, but look, 

In the blue depths of her eye,. 
Where the maiden's spirit teems 

Traced in happy dreams to lie. 

All the blisses of her dream, 
All she may not, must not speak,. 

Read them in her clouded eye. 
Read them on her conscious cheek. 

See that cheek of virgin snow 
Damasked with love's rosy bloom ; 

!Mark the lambent thoughts that glow 
Mid her blue eye's tender gloom. 

As if in a cool, deep well, 

Veiled by shadows of the night,. 
Slanting through, a starbeam fell, 

Flings a shadow o'er her brow. 

Hath her love-illumined soul 
Raised the v-eil of coming years — 

Read upon life's mystic scroll 
Its doom of agony and tears ? 

Tears of tender sadness fall 

From her soft and lovelit eye, 
As the night dews heavily 

Fall from summer's cloudless sky; 

Still she sitteth coyly drooping 

Her white lids in virgin prides- 
Like a languid lily stooping 

Low her folded blooms to hide.. 
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Starting now in soft surprise 

From the tangled web of thought, 

liO, her heart a captive lies, 
In its own sweet fancies caught. 

Ah I bethink thee, maiden, yet, 
Ere to passion's doom betrayed ; 

Hearts where Love his seal has set, 
Sorrow's fiercest pangs invade. 

Let that young heart slumber still, 

Like a bird within its nest ; 
life can ne'er its dreams fulfil — 

Love but yield thee long imrest. 

Ah! in vain the dovelet tries 

To break the web of tender thought — 
The little heart a captive lies, 

In its own sweet fancies caught. 



WHEN TIME HATH BEREFT THEE. 

HEN time hath bereft thee of charms now divine, 

id youth shall have left thee, nor beauty be thine; 

hen the roses shall vanish that circle thee now, 

id the thorn thou wouldst banish shall press on thy brow, 

. the hour of thy sadness thou' It think upon me. 

it the thought shall be madness, deceiver, to thee. 

"hen he who could turn thee from virtue and fame, 
laU leave thee, and spurn thee, to sorrow and shame ; 
hen by him, thus requited, thy brain shall be stung, 
tiy hopes shall be blighted, thy bosom be wrung, 
L the depth of thy sadness, thou'lt think then on me, 
at that thought shall be madness, deceiver, to thee. 



BELIEVE ME TRUE. 

O YES, believe me true. 

Though falsehood's tongue our loves would sever. 
The world must change ere I from you, 

And every pulse be cold for ever. 

2f 
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O yes, believe, believe me true, 

Though friends'to part us may endea' 
The breast, fond breast, that throbs for 

Can leave thee, dearest, leave thee ne 
O then believe, believe me true, 

Let come what may, Til love thee eve 
While lifs is mine I Kve for you, 

And nought but death our hearts can 



MY HEART IS WITH THE 

Beloved of my soul, though this moment 

The feeling of sad disappointment to me 
Still hope, smiling hope, in my bosom is s 

Still absent or present, my heart is with 
In crowds, in seclusions, thou still art bef 

Each hour in the day, thy loved image 
And the slumber of night to thy presence 

For then I am blest with dear visions oi 

Though destiny, love, may compel us to sc 

Our thoughts are not bound by the crue 
My fond faithful heart shall be with thee J 

And cling with unceasing devotion to tl 
And even when life's vital pulsais retreat 

Think, think not the heart can a wande: 
Its last dying throb, and its last feeble be 

Shall sigh forth its ardent affections for 



LOVE DEAD. 

The lady sent him an "image of Cupid, one "wing v( 
was pleased thereat, tbinking it to be Love sleep 
the tenderness of the sentiment. He looked agai 
Love dead and laid upon his bier. 

This mom withr trembling I awoke. 
Just as the dawn my slumber broke : 
Flapping came a heavy wing sounding pinions 
Beating down the blessed air with a weight of • 
Felt I then the presence of a doom 
That an Evil occupied the room : 
And I dared not roimd the bower. 
Chilly in the greyish dawning — 
Dared not face the evil power. 
With its voice of inward warning. 
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V am 'With weakness we may palter — 

Vamly may the fond heart falter : 
ame Uxere then upon my soul, drooping down like leaden 

weight, 
ummg: pang or freezing i)ang, which 1 know not, 'twas so 
P'eat! 

~"® liath its moments black unnumbered, 

1 kaew not if mine eyes had slumbered, 

^6* I little thought such pain 

^^^r- to have known again : 

*j°^e dies, too, when Faith is dead— 

Yesternight Faith perished ! 

TK ^^ that love could ever change — 
, _ . ^t Xove should die seems yet more strange ; 
'eati ^ ^^ *^® downy veil, screening Love within my heart, 
Y^ there as beat my pulse, moving like myself a part— 

Aa^ kept him cherished there so deep, 
,j,^^*i:-rocked kept him in his balmy sleep, 
*^t till now I never knew 
^^'W- his fibres round me grew — 
.^^^<1 not know how deep the sorrow 
^©ire Hope bringeth no to-morrow. 

strtiggled, knowing we must part ; 
- .&*^eved to lift him from my heart : 
^^S much and struggling much, forth I brought him 

.borrowing; 
^}^§r hung his fainting head, all adown his dainty wing ! 
«n.eked I with a wild and dark surprise, 
^* 1 saw the marble in Love's eyes; 
*®t I hoped his soul would wait 
^ Ixe oft had waited there, 
^^Vering, though at heaven's gate — 
^^d he leave me to despair ? 

folded they the crystal door, 
l__ v^ere Love shall languish never more. 
I eeping i^Ye, thy days are o'er, Lo I I lay thee on thy bier, 
r^ i^ig f^^ ^^ ^j^y ^g^^ cheek every vestige of a tear. 

*^e has perished : hist, hist, how they tell, 

fating pulse of mine, his funeral knoll! 

lJJ^6 is dead— ay, dead and gone I 

^y should I be living on ?— 

^y be in this chamber sitting, 

^»^ but phantoms, round mo flittinjjf 
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SHE LOVED, AND LOVED SINCERELY. 

I The tear that pearled my Clara's cheek, 

j And dewed the rose of beauty, 

I In glist'nin^ rapture seemed to speak. 

How high it priz'd the duty ; 

And, ere the drop dissolved away. 

From where it clung so dearly. 
The matchless maid was heard to say, 

She loved, and loved sincerely. 

The blush that crimsoned Clara's face, 

Her very look adorning. 
Gave softening sweetness to each grace. 

Like sun-tints of the morning ! 

But sweeter tPo the trembling heart, 

That beats for her so dearly. 
To hear my Clara's tongue impart — 

She loved, and loved sincerely. 



THE WIFE. 

I COULD have stemmed misfortune's tide, 

And borne the rich one's sneer, 
Have braved the haughty glance of pride, 

Nor shed a single tear ; 
I could have smiled on every blow 

From life's full quiver thrown, 
While I might gaze on thee, and know 

I should not be '* alone." 

I could — I think I could have brooked, 

E'en for a time that thou 
Upon my fading face hadst looked 

With less of love than now. 
For then I should at least have felt 

The sweet hope still my own 
To win thee back, and, whilst I dwelt 

On earth, not been ** alone." 

But thus to see, from day to day. 
Thy brightening eye and cheek,* 

And watch thy life-sands waste away. 
Unnumbered, slowly, meek ; 
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To meet thy Kmilus of ton.toiuesH, 

And catch the fcelinf^ tone 
Of kindness, ever breathed to bless, 

And feel, Fll be " alone ;" 

To mark thy strength each hour decay, 

And yet thy hopes grow stronger. 
As, filled with heavenward trust, they sny 

" Earth may not claim thee longer;" 
Nay, dearest, 'tis too much — this heart 

Must break when thou art gone ; 
It must not be ; we may not part j 

I could not live " alone I" 



SONG. 



When thy beauty appears | 

In its graces and airs, j 

.11 bright as an angel new dropped from the sk}", j 

At a distance I gaze, and am awed by my fear^, | 
So strangely you dazzle my eyes I 

But when without art, , 

Your kind thoughts you impart, i 

Vlien your love run8 in blushes through every voin ; i 

When it darts from your eyes, when it pants in your 

heart, 
Then I know you're a woman again. 

There's a passion and pride 
In our sex, she replied, 
%jid thus, might I gratify both, I would do : 
Still an angel appear to each lover beside, 
But still be a woman to you. 



STANZAS. 

I PASS before them cold and lone ; 

I ask no smile, I claim no tear ; 
And like some chisselled form of stone. 

Doomed none save mocking words to hear. 
To meet no eyes with Love's own ray. 

No touch that might the life-pulse wake, 
No lone emotion to betray, 

No aelf-forgotten for its sake I 
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So pass they all, and it is well ! 

I would not such, should read the mine 
Where hidden tenderness may dwell, 

Like gems in icy cave confined ; 
I would not every eye should read 

What one alone should ever know^ — 
One, only one, by fate decreed 

To bid these icy fetters flow! 

They deem that changeful, struggling still. 

For that nor time nor earth can give; 
Misled by Fancy's aimless will, 

I in the cold ideal live. 
Oh, it is well ! — ^thence holier far 

Is all I cherished thus apart — 
Pure as the brightness of a star. 

Deep as the fountain of the heart I 



THE UNEXPECTED DECLARATION, 
" AzuBE-ETED Eloise! beauty is thine, 
Passion kneels to thee, and calls thee divine ; 
Minstrels awaken the lute with thy name ; 
Poets have gladdened the world with thy fame ; 
Painters, half-holy thy loved image keep ; 
Beautiful Eloise I why do you weep ?" 

Still bows the lady her light tresses low, — 
Fast the warm tears from her veiled eyes flow I 
** Sunny-haired Eloise! wealth is thine own; 
Rich is thy silken robe — bright is thy zone ; 
Proudly thy jewel illumines thy. way ; 
Clear rubies "rival thy ruddy lips' play ; 
Diamonds like star -drops thy silken braids deck; 
Pearls waste their snow on thy lovelier neck * 
Luxury softens thy pillow for sleep— 
Angels watch over it — why do youweep ?" 

Bows the fair lady her light tresses low, — 
Faster the tears from her veiled eyes flow ! 
'^ Gifted and worshipped one ! genius and grace 
Play in each motion, but beam in thy face : 
When from thy rosy lips rises the song. 
Hearts that adore thee the echo prolong I 
Ne'er in the festival shone an eye brighter, 
Ne'er in the the mazy dance fell a foot lighter. 
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e only spirit thon'st foiled to bring down, — 
jqnisite Eloiaei why do you. frown J'" 

ift o'er her forehead a dark shadow stole, 
at from the tempest of pride in her soul ! 

Touched by thy sweetness^.in love with thygrace, 
lannod by the magic of mind in thy face — 
switched by thy beauty, e'en his haughty strength, 
le streng^ of the stoio, is conquered at length I 
» I at thy feet see him kneeling the while — 
ioise 1 Eloise ! why do you smile P" 

le hand was withdrawn from her happy blue eyes, 
le gazed on her lover in laughing surprise ; 
liile dimple and blush, stealing soft to her cheek ; 
old the tale that her tongue was too timid to speak I 



LINES TO A. LAIXY, 

I THINX of thee, when morning springs 
From sleep, with plumage bathed in dovr 

And like a young bird, lifts her wings 
Of purple on the welkin blue. 

And when at noon the breath of Love, 
O'er flower and stream is wandering free, 

And sent in music from the grove, 
I think of thee — I think of thee. 

I think of thee, when soft and wide. 
The Evening spreads her robes of light. 

And like a young and timid bride. 
Sits blushing in the arms of Night. 

And when the moon's soft crescent springs 
Li light o'er heaven's deep waveless sea. 

And stars are forth like blessed things, 
I think of thee — I think of thee. 

I think of thee ;— that eye of flame, 
Those tresses falling bright and free, 

TTiat brow where Beauty writes her numo. 
On fieuicy nub; — I think of thee. 



200 LOYB POEMS. 



CEASE, CEASE ; THOSE SIGHS I CANNOT BEA 

Cease, cease ; those sighs I cannot bear ; 

Hark I hark ! the dmms are calling, 
Oh I I muat chide tha^t coward tear, 

Or kia^i it aa - tkfaUing-^ 

Eliza, l>ld thy soldier ^o 
Why thus thy heart strings sever P 

Ah ! be not then my honour's foe, 
Or I am lost forever* 

Trust to benjevolencft above, 

With mind resigu'd and steady ; 
Ho' 11 nt^vor wound^ bellevo mot love, 
I The heart that'a broke already. 

Sereue you dreadful field I see, 

Whatever fate betide me ; 
Thy shelter innocence ehall be, 

And I've no wish bedde thee. 



i^ 



FORGET ME NOT. 

Forget me not — forget me not. 

But let fJio«c J^implt! flowers 
llcmind thee of his lonely lot 

Who lov'd thee in life's purest hours: 
When hearts and hopes were hallowed things 

Ere G la [iUfSH broke the lyre she brought; 
Then, Oli I when shivered all its strings. 

Forget me not— for^t me not 

We met, ere yet the words had come 

To wither up the spring of youth; 
Amid the holy joys of home, 

And in the filial, wjmii LJuuli of youth; 
Wt3 parted as they never part, 

Wbosc tears are doom'd to be forgot I 
Oh I by that agony of heart, 

Forget me not — forgot me not I 

Thine eye must watch ihi^s^ flow'rets fade, 

Thy soul its idoLj melt away ; 
But oh 1 wlien flowers nnd frieuda lie dead, 

Love can embalm them in decay : 
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And, when thy bpint sighs along 

The shadowy scenes of hoarded thought, 

Oh I listen to its pleadmg song- 
Forget me not— forget me not I 



WHAT IS IT TO LOVE. | 

Stuanger, didst thou ever prove, ' 

Ever what it is to love ? 

Stranger, didst thou ever feel, 

"What thou tremblest to reveal? 

I have prov*d, and I have felt, 

What a heart of stone would melt. 

Stranger, didst thou ever sijrh, 
Knowing not the reason why ? 
Didst thou blush, if one lov'd name. 
E'er in conversation came ? 
Stranger, ne'er my cause deride. 
Though, I own, I've blush' d and sigh'd. 

If his eye thine eye has met. 
Blushes did it not beget ? 
If his praises reach'd thine ear, 
Seem'd there not enchantment near? 
Him I've met, his praise I've prov'd, 
Where is now my best belov*d ? 



THINK ON THAT LOOK OF HUMID RAY. 

Think on that look of humid ray. 

Which for a moment mix'd M-ith mine ; 

And for that moment seem'd to say, 
I dare not, or I would be thine. 

Think, think on ev*ry smile and glance. 
On all thou hast to charm or move ; 

And then forgive my bosom's trance, 
And tell me 'tis nut sin to love. 

Oh I not to love thee were a sin ; 

For sure if heaven's decrees be done, 
Thou, thou art destin'd still to win, 

As I was destin'd to be won I 
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LOVE NO MORE MY HEART POSSESSING. 



LoYE no more my heart possessin;;,. 

Shall delusive hope restore ; 
How I loved beyond expressing I 

But, alas I the maid's no more.- 

O, 'twas neither form nor feature, 
• That could triumph o'er my heart ;-. 
Truth it was, and heavenly nature, 
Ohj.how hard with these topert! 

Yet, adieu to useless sorrow : ■ 
Man his fate must firmly bear;. 

Nor forbade of hope to borrow, 
Meanly truckle to despair. 



AN EASTERN LOVE-SONG.. 

Awake, my silver lute. 

String all thy plaintive wires. 

And as the fountain gushes free, 

So let thy memory chant for me 

The theme that never tires.. 

Awake, my liquid voice ; 

Like yonder timorous bird, 
Why dost thou sing in trembling fear,* 
As if by some obtrusive ear 

Thy secret should be heard ?. 

Awake, my heart — yet no! 

As Cedron's golden rill. 
Whose changeless echo singeth o'er 
Notes it had heard long years before,. 

So thou art never still.. 

My voice ! my lute I my heart I ^ 

Spring joyously above 
The feeble notes of lower earth, 
And let thy richest tones have birth, 

Beneath the touch uf love. 
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, I WHISPERED HER A LAST ADIEU. 

1 TmiSPEBED her a last adieu, 

I gave a moumfiil kiss, 
Cold showers of sorrow bathed her eyes. 
And her poor heart was torn with sighs ; 
Tet strange to tell, 'twas then I knew 

Most perfect bliss. 

For love, at other tiroes suppressed! 

Was all betrayed at this ; 
I saw him, weeping, m her eyes, 
I heard him breathe among ber sighs ; 
And every sob whieh shook her breast 

Thrilled mine with bliss. 



REMEMBER ME. 

Remember me when, far away, 

I journey through the world's wide waste : 
Remember me at early day. 

Or when the evening shadows- haste. 
When high the pensive moon appears. 

And night, with all her starry train, 
Gives rest to human hopes and fears. 

Remember,. I alone complain. 

Remember me whene'er you sigh. 

Be it at midnight's silent hour, 
Remember me, and think that L 

Return thy sigh and feel its power. 
Whene'er you.think on those away, 

Or when you bend the pious knee, 
Or when your thoughts to pleasure stray,- 

®, then, dear maid, remember me. 



THE CONTRACT. 

Receive, deaor maid, the warmest sigh). 

That ever burst from lover's heart. 
And let the beaming tearful eye, 

What lips dare not reveal, impart.. 
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And, oh, return one look of love, 
One sigh of soft impassioned bliss : 

Say but the impulse you approve, 
And seal the contract with a kiss. 



LOVE IS BLIND. 

Love, deceitful foe to truth. 
Conquers reason, chains the mind, 

Prudence oft would guide our youth. 
But love, alas ! alas I is blind. 

Often thus when men deceive. 
Silly maids to love inclin'd, 

"Will too readily believe, 
For love, true love, alas ! is blind. 



ANNA, THY CHARMS. 

Anna, thy charms my bosom fires, 
And waste my soul with care ; 

But ah I how bootless to admire, 
When fatal to despair. 

Yet in thy presence, lovely fair, 

To hope may be forgiv'n ! 
For sure 'twere impious to despair, 

So much in sight of Heav*n. 



WHITE ROSES. 

They were gathered for a bridal : 

I knew it by their hue — 
Fair as the summer moonlight 

Upon the sleeping dew. 
From their fair and fairy sisters 

They were borne, without a sigh. 
For one remembered evning 

To blossom, and to die. 

They were gathered for a bridal, 
And fastened in a wreath ; 

But purer were the roses 
Than the heart that lay beneath; 
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Yet the beaming; ey<j Wflj* lovelj", 

And thti coral lip wru i'lilf. 
And the guzcr loukt-J imd iiiskcJ not 

For the secret hidden there. 

They were gathered for a hridal, 

Where a. ilwusajid. toToham g^lbtenetlf 
When the hyly word waa spoktn, 

And the fjilati ^id taithltiia Ustened, 
And answered to the vow 

Which* another heart had taken : 
Yet ho was prttefcnf- tljcu — 

The once loved, the i'ursaken ! 

They were gathered for a bridal, 

And HijVi'j nuvv they are dying, 
And 7(jung Love at the altar 

Of broken ialth i^ sighing. 
Thidr fiommer life wu^ stainless, 

Aud ni>t liku horei who wore them : 
Th&y ares fsidod, and the farewell 

Of Beauty lingers o'er tljcm! 



SONG. 



LiEVE not the slander, my dearest Kateine ! 
.^or the ice of the world iiath nut frozen my heait ; 
my innermost nprni there> Ht ill in a shrine 
irVhere thou art i umttubfc^^'d^ all pure as thou art : 
e dark tide uf years, m it leiii.-* us along, 
rhuugh it (iwetp away hope in itg tut buitat flow, 
nnot drown the low voice of Love'fl eloquent song, 
JJor chill ^ith its wflteie my faith's early glow. 

ue, the world hath its snares, and the soul may grow faiiit 
In lis strife with the fdlicti and falsehoods of eai-th ; 
kd amidst tlie dark wMrl of corruption, a taint 
Hay poisun the thoughts that are purest at birth, 
mptationi) ivrid trialsj without and within, 
FiOBi the pathway of Yirtuo tlio spirit may lure ; 
i the Boul ahall grow stjonjy: in its triumph o'er sin, 
And the heart shall preserve its integrity pure. 
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The finger of Love on my innermost heart, 

Wrote thy name, O adored ! when my feelings were yon 
And the record shall 'bide till my soul shall depart, 

And the darkness of death o'er my being be flung. 
Then believe not the slander that says I forget, 

In the whirl of excitement, the love that was thine. 
Thou wert dear in my boyhood, art dear to me yet ; 

For my sunlight of life is the smile of Kat&ine ! 



MY OWN DEAR SOMEBODY. 

Were I obliged to beg my bread, 
And had not where to lay my head, 
I'd creep where yonder herds are fed. 
And steal a look at Somebody, 

My own dear Somebody, 

My constant Somebody ; 
I'd creep where yonder herds are fed, • 
And steal a look at Somebody. 

When I'm laid low, and am at rest. 
And may be number' d with the blest, 
O may the heartless, feeling breast. 
Throb with regard for Somebody ; 

Your own dear Somebody, 

Your constant Somebody ; 
Ah I will you drop one pitying tear. 
And sigh for the lost Somebody j 

But should I ever live to see 
That form, so much ador'd by me. 
Then thou'lt reward my constancy. 
And I'll be blest with Somebody ; 

'My own dear Somebody, 

My constant Somebody ; 
Then shall my tears be dried by thee, 
And I'll be blest with Somebody. 



REUNION. 

Nay, pause not yet I another strain— 
A strain to bid the spirit start — 

Gttad songs for those who meet again. 
And Mend together heart with heait! 
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Give to the wind each anxious thought 

'^ch o'er our bliss a shade might cast; 
These hours, by weary absence bought, 

Should be all sunshine to the last. 

What though we part again to-morrow, I 

^or years, perhaps, no more to meet ? I 

We will not of the future borrow i 

One pang to mar an hour so sweet. ! 

Swell high the strain, then I let our souls I 

With mirth and gaiety be filled, I 

And brightly as each moment rolls, j 

Be drops of ecstasy distilled ! | 

Hush, hark ! . amid our rapture now, ; 

What strange, low, sorrowing tone comes near P | 

Why steals a shadow o'er each brow, j 

And through each mirthful smile a tear ! i 

Alas the spirit can not brook 

The voice of ciureless glee to-day ! 
But, from each thoughtless word and look, 

Turns, sick and shuddering, away. 

Oh, hush the song I lest feeling's tide | 

Grow mig^htier than may be controlled : 
Then calmly seated, side by side, | 

Each other's hand we'll faintly hold. 
Linger a. little longer yet. 

And brtathe your sweet words o'er mine ear,; 
Oh, I can die— but ne'er forget 

This hour, so beautiful and dear! 



LOVE MESSENGERS. 

Ye little Stars, that twinkle high 

in the dark vault of heaven. 
Like spangles on the deep blue sky. 
Perhaps to you 'tis given 

Tp shed your lurid radiance now 
Upon my absent loved one's brow. 

Ye fleecy Clouds, that swiftly glide 
O'er earth's oft-darkened way, — 

Floating along in grace and pride, 
Perhaps your shadows stray 



i 
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E'en now across the starry light 

That guides my wanderer forth to-night. 

Ye balmy 'BrbBzes sweeping l)y 

And iiheddixig frt?5hne£a ramidj 
Yc, too nifty hnply OuS ye dy. 
With heivlth and fnagrunce crowned, 
Linger a luuiueat^ sol:'t and light, 
To 8port amid hiji tr^dsea bright. 

Then Star::^ end Clouds, siud Breezes, bear 

My hiiait*^ best wiok tu Mm ; 
And i-.ny tJna fteiiags glovTuig tbiira 

Nor Tiiuc mir <■![:■ [i.-- can dim; 
1 hat be success or giief his share, 
My love still brightening shall appear. 



STANZAS. 

i WOULD not have thee deem my heart 

Unmindful ui those liigher joy^, 
Re^^iirdlttss uf that haituT pait 

Which earthly pus^iou uo'er alloys. 
I would nut hnv^ thtse tliiidc I live, 

^V'idiin lit'iivt^n'd pure and blessed light. 
Nor feL'Uuij nt^r idfEsctiQn g:i%'fl 

To Him who makes my pathway bright. 

I would not chain to mystic creeds 

A spirit fetterless and free ; 
The beautco^is path to heaven that leads 

Is dimm(;d by earthly bigotry 
And yet tor llLL that earth can give. 

And all it e'er can iaks away, 
I would not biivu that spirit rove 

One moment from iu heavenward way, 

I would not that my heart were cold 

And void of gratitude to liim, 
Who makes thastt bltiaaln^s to unfold 

Which by our waywardness grow dim. 
I would not lose the cherished trust 

Of things within the world to come — 
The thoughts, that when their joys are dost* 

The weary have a peaceful home. 
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For I have left the dearly loved. 

The home, the hopes of other years, 
And early in its pathway proved 

Life's rainbow hues were formed of tears.. 
I shall not meet them here again, 

Those loved, and lost, and cherished one<!,. 
Bright links in young Afifection's chain— > 

In Memory's sky nnsetting hhuh. 

But perfect in the world above. 

Through suflferings, woe, and trial hero, 
Shall glow the undiminished love 

Which clouds and distance failed to sere : 
But I have lingered all too long, 

Thy kind remembrance to engage. 
And" woven but a- mournful song, 

Wherewith to dim- thy brightest page- 



kVE'VE HAD OUR SHARE OF BLISS, BELOVED. 

We've had our share of bliss, beloved,. 

We've had our share of bliss;. 
And 'inid the varying scenes of life, 

Let us remember this. 
If sorrows come, from vanished joy 

We'll borrrow such a light 
As the departed sun bestows 

Upon the queen of night : 
And thus, by Memory's moonbeams choereJ,. 

Hope's sun we shall not miKs, 
But tread life's path as gay as when 

We had our share of bliss. 

*Tis true our sky hath had* its clbud«. 

Our spring its stormy hours— 
When we have mourned, as all mu»t moura-, 

O'er blighted buds and flowers ; 
And true, our bark hath sometimes noiirod 

Despair's most desert shore. 
When gloomy looked the waves around. 

And dkxk the land before : 
But Love was ever at the helm — 

He could not go amiss. 
So long as two fond spirits sanp:, 

*• We've hod our share of bliss." 
o 
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These holy watchwords of the ttmi. 

Shall be the Future's stay — 
For by. their magic aid we'll keep 

A host of ills at bay. 
Our happy hearts, like tireless bees. 

Have revelled 'mid the flowers, 
And hived a store of summer sweets 

To cheer life's wintry hours : 
While Memory lives, and Love reiiiaiiigy 

We'll ask no more than this — 
But ever sing, in grateful strains, 

*' We'-vo had our share of bliss." , 



oGUNHILDA. 

A MAiDEsr sat beneath a tree, 
Tear-bedewed her pale cheeks bo. 
And she sigheth heavily. 

From forth the wood into the light 
A hunter strides with carol light. 
And a glance so bold and bright. 

He careless stopped and eyed the maid:: 
'' Why weepest thou ?" he gently said; 
" I love thee well — be not afraid." 

He takes her hand, and leads her on.; 
She should have waited there alone, 
For he was not her chosen one. 

He leans her head upon his breast I 
She knew 'twas not her home of rest, 
But ah I she had been 8ore distressed. 

The sacred stars looked sfidly down. 
The parting moon -appeared to frown. 
To see thus dimmed the diamond crown. 

Then from the thicket starts a deer : 
The huntsman, seizing on his spear. 
Cries, " Maiden, wait thou for me herel" 

She sees him vanish into night. 
She starts in sleep in deep affright. 
For it was not her o\m. true knight I 
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Thongli but in dream Ounhilda failed, 
Though but a fancied ill assailed, 
Though she but fancied fault bewailed— 

Tet thought of day makes dream of night: 
She is not worthy of the knight, 
The inmost altar burns not bright. 

Of loneliness thou canst not bear, 
Can not the dragon's venom dare. 
Of the pure meed thou shouldst despair. 

Now sadder that lone maiden sighs, 
Far bitterer tears profane her eyes. 
Crushed in the dust her heart's flower lies. 



SAY, CAN A MAIDEN'S HEART REFUSE. 

Say, can a maiden's heart refuse. 

Her young affection to accord. 
When fond, a tender lover sues 

To reign her bosom's dearest lordP 

But not till reason shall approve. 

The object I must still adore, 
I never will confess I love ; 

Ah ! tell me can a maid do more ? 

Ah I why are youthful maidens form'd 

So tender, yielding, but to love P 
To hearts, with ardent passions warm'd. 

Say, can they cold and ingrate prove -P % 

True love is Beauty's richest bliss. 
The dearestjoy that life can give, 

Woman in love an angel. is, 

Unloving, she should never live. 



nAD I A HEART FOR FALSEHOOD FRAMED. 

Had I a heart for falsehood framed, 

I ne'er could injure you; 
For though your tongue no promise claimed, 

Your charms .would, make me true; 
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To yoa no soul shall bear deceit, 

No stranger offer wrong, 
But friends in all the aged you'll meet 

And lovers in the young. 

But when they learn that you have blest 

Another with your heart, ^ 
They'll bid aspiring passion rest, 

And act a brother's part ; 
Then, lady, dread not here deceit. 

Nor fear to suffer wrong, 
For friends in all the aged you'll meet. 

And lovers in the young. 



FARE THEE WELL. 

Fahe thee well, and if for ever. 

Still for ever fare thee well I 
Even though unforgiving, never 

'Gainst thee can my heart rebel. 
Would that breast were bared before thee 

Where thy head so oft hath lain, 
While that placid sleep came o'er thee 

Which thou ne'er canst know again. 

Would that breast, by thee glanc'd over, 

Every inmost thought might show, 
Then thou would'st at length discover 

'Twas not well to spurn it so. 
But 'tis done, all words are idle. 

Words from me are vainer still : 
But the thoughts we cannot bridle 

Force their way against the will. 

Fare thee well, thus disunited, 

Tom from every nearer tie. 
Seared in heart, and lone, and blighted,. 

More than this, — I scarce can die. 



I'LL COME TO THEE. 

I'll come to thee when evening grey^ 
Steals soft along the silent dale ; 

When day in twilight melts away, 
As dies soft music on the gale. 
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^ Sol behind the hill is set, 

l^aste across the lea, my love ! 
i "With dew the flowers are wet, 
^^ then 1*11 come to thee, my love, 

"^^ the time on halcyon wings, 
©8 swift ttway, we'll sweetly toy, 
*eet]a that every moment brings 
^« Qear, the happy hoars of joy. 
*JI the orient east tells day 
■®ar, when thee and me, my lovo, 
part, and I most haste away, 
**i<i adieu to thee, my love, 



^ THY FATE WITHOUT A TEAR. 

^^^*^ thy fete without a tear, 

■^-^^ss with scarce a sigh, 
^^ thou wert surpassing dear — 
■^-Civedof all to die. 
^ Xiot what hath seared mine eyo, 

^^ars refused to start ; 
^^X^ drop its lips deny 
"^ dreary on my heart. 

^^p and heavy, one by one, 
^^ sink and turn to care : 
•^^med waters wear the stone, 
^ <irooping harden there. 
J" ^^nnot petrify more fast 
. ^H feeling's Bunk, remain, 
?^^. coldly fixed, regard the pa.^t, 
•*^t never melt again. 



JENT, I READ, .LOVE, IN THOSE EYES. 

!oME love, I pray don't say nay, 
Jjet me kiss those lips divine : 
y tongue's too weak my love to speak, 
Jfo passion e'er did equal mine. 
'all the world thee most I prize, 
QBont, I read, love, in those eyes. 



ii 
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Give loose to love, I'll never rove, 
Ne'er from thee will I depart. 

Pray then give ease, and with it peace, 
To my almost broken heart. 

Love like mine, it never dies, 

Constant, I read, love, in those eyes. 



I'LL LO¥E THEE, SWEET, FOR EVER. 

What tho* yon blossom^s a tender flower, 

Shall I despise thee — never. 
Tho' fortune shines or sorrows poor, 

I'll love thee, sweet, for ever. ' 

And if you breathe the bitter sigh, 

Or ever think of grief, 
My heart would burst — or else 'twould die, 

Till it had brought reliefs 

Then while I' live I'll live to love, 

I'U part with thee— oh never I 
For while there is a heav*n above, 

I'll love thee, sweet, for ever. 



SWEET CAROLINE. 

My beating heart with rapture glows 
Whene'er I view that form divine, 

My throbbing breast no passion knows. 
Save love for thee, sweet Caroline! 

Let those who wed alone for gold, 

Compare their transient bliss with mine. 

Whilst their affection waxeth cold. 
Mine warmer glows for Caroline. 



THE ROSE OF AFFECTION. 

The lilies were blowing, 

When Edward, all glowing, 
With purest delight to his Flora did say — 

Though short-lived each flower, 

I plant round this bower, 
Yet the rose ot afEectLou shall ne'er die awajr. 
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Then Flora soft sij^hiiig, 

To Edward replying, 
Tis honour alone keeps true love from decay ; 

For, Edward, believe me, 

Whene'er you deceive me, 
The flower of ejection will wither away. 



THCy I LEAVE THEE NOW IN SORROW. 

Though I leave thee now in sorrow, 
Smiles mij^ht li^ht our love to^-fuorrow; 
Doomed to part, my faithful hearty 
A gleam of joy shall borrow; 
Ah! Tie'cr forget when Mfjuds are near, 

That be^t ia thiue for ever : 
Thou may^ftt find tham who will love thee dear, 

But not a love like mine, O never I 



O, WHERE IS MY LOVER P 

O, WHERE is my lover, so fickle and frail ? 

He voVd he'd be constant to me ; 
Yet haply, now tells to another the tale. 

Oft whisper'd near yonder lov'd trie 

Those dew-sprinkled branches by uature must fade. 
Those blossoms will soon withered be 

But aflfection once plifj^httid to man^ or t^ maid, 
Should prove firm as the root of a tree. 



THE ROSE OF AFFECTION, 

The rose which I gave you at parting, my fair, 

Has withered'and faded away, 
No longer its odours can perfume the air, 

All fragrance was gone in a day; 

But the promise you gave me will never depart. 

Its mem'ry still lingers behind ; 
And even the life-pulse must cease in my heart, 

Ere its soft hues shall fade from my mind. 



i 
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The rose of affection shall dwell in my breatst, 
And warmer its bright tints shall glow ; 

My solace it proves when by sorrow oppress' d, 
It blooms in the midst of my woe. 

Though perished and faded, the sweet flower you gave, 

In my bosom its relics shall lie : 
This desolate form shall be sunk in the wave, 

Ere the rose of affection shall die. 



L 



1 LOVE BUT THEE. 

If after all you still will doubt and fear me, 
And think this heart to other loves will stray, 

If I must swear, then, lovely doubter, hear me, 
By all those dreams I have when thou'rt away ; 

By every throb I feel when thou art near me — 
1 love but thee— I love but thee. 

By those dark eyes where light is ever playing. 
Where love in depth of shadow holds his throne, 

And by those lips which give whate'er thou*rt saying 
Or grave or gay, a music of its own ; 

A music far beyond all minstrel's playing, 
I love but thee — I love but thee. 

By that fair brow where innocence reposes, 
Pure as the moonlight sleeping upon snow. 

And by that cheek whose fleeting blush discloses, 
A hue too bright to bless this world below; 

And only fit to dwell on Eden's roses, 
I love but thee— I love but thee. 



THE TEAE FELL GENTLY. 

The tear fell gently from her eye, 

When last we parted on the shore : 
My bosom heav'd with many a sigh. 

To think I ne'er might see her more. 

" Dear youth," phe cried, " and canst thou haste away P 

My heart will break, a little moment stay. 

Alas ! 1 cannot, I cannot part from thee." 

** The anchor's weigh'd ; feurewell, farewell, remember au 
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** Weep npt, my love," I trembiiug said, 
** Doabt not a constant heart like mine ; 

I ne*er can meet another maid, 

Whose charms can fix this heart like thine." 

** Oo then," she cried," but let yonr constant mind 

Oft think of her you leave in tears behind, 

A maid, this last embrace my pledge shall be." 

•• The anchor's woigh'd; farewell, farewell, remember mo!" 



FAIR ELLEN, 

Fair Ellen like a lily grew. 
Was beauty's fav'rite flow'r, 

Till falsehood chang'd her lovely hue, 
She wither'd in an hour. 

Antonio in her virgin breast 

First rais'd a tender sigh ; 
His wish obtain'd, the lover blest, 

Then left the maid to die. 



LINES 

TO ONE WHO UNDSB8TAND8 TUEX. 

I HATE been reading, tearfully and sadly, 

The lines we read together long ago. 
When our experience glided on so gladly, 

We love to linger o'er poetic woe. 
We both have changed : our souls at last are finding 

Their destiny— in silence to endure ; 
And the strong ties, our best aflfection binding, 

Are not the dreamlike ones our hearts once were. 

We live no longer in a world elysian, 

With life's deep sorrowing still a thing to tost 4 
And we have laid aside— a vanished vision — 

The hope once wildly treasured as our best. 
Yet though the tie that once our thoughts united 

Lies severed now, a bright but broken chain— 
Xlion^h other love hath lavishly requited 

XbAt tmily onoi so passionate and vain— 
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still, as I read the lines we read together, 

Now hallowed by our parting's bitter tears, 
As mournfully my spirit questions, Whither 

Have gone the sweet illusionsof those years ! 
I close tile book, such vain remembrance bringing 

Of all that now 'twere wiser to forget : 
Say, are your thoughts, like mine, still idly clinging: 

To those old times of rai^ture and regret-P 



LOVE. 



Thou conqueror's conqueror, mighty Level tp thee 

Their crowns, their laurels, kings and heroes yield ; 
Lo I at thy shrine great Antony bows the knee, 

Disdains his victori¥reath,and flies the field; 
From woman's lips Alcides lists thy tone,> 

And grasps the inglorious distaff for his sword,. 
An eastern sceptre at thy feet is thrown, 

A nation's worshipped idol owns thee lord; 
And well fair Noorjehan his throne became. 
When erst she ruled his empire in thy name.- 

The sorcerer Jarchas could^to age restore 

Youth's faded bloom or childhood's vanished glee; 
Magician Love ! canst thou not yet do more ? 

Is not the faithful heart kept young by thee P 
But ne'er that traitor-bosom formed to stray, 

Those perjured lips which. twice thy vows have breath 
Can know the raptures of thy^ magic sway, 

Or find the bakam in thy garland wreathed ; 
Fancy or Folly may his breast have moved, 
But he who wanders' never truly loved,- 



HAI> WE BUT MET.. 

Had we but met in life's delicious spring, 
Ere wrong and falsehood taught me doubt and fear, 

Ere hope came back with worn and wounded wing, 
To die i^on the heart she could not cheer: 

Ere I love's precious pearl had vainly lavished, 

Pledging an idol deaf to my despair — 
Ere one by one the buds and blooms were ravished 

From> life'e rich, gartand by the clasp of core. 
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Ah, had we then but met! I dare not liston 
To the wild whispers of my fancy now ! 

My fall heart beats — my sad, drooped lashes glititon 
I hear the music of thy boyhood's vow ! 

I see thy dark eyes lustrous with love's meaning, 
I feel thy dear hand softly clasp my own ; 

Thy noble form is fondly o'er me leaning — 
It is too much — but ah ! the dream has flown I 

How had I poured this passionate heart's devotion 
In voiceless rapture on thy manly breast ; 

How had 1 hushed each sorrowful emotion, 
Lulled by thy love to sweet, untroubled rest! 

How had I knelt hour after hour beside thee, 
When from thy lips the rare, scholastic lore 

Fell on the soul that all but deified thee. 
While at each pause, I childlike, prayed for more ! 

How had I watched the shadow, of each feeling 

That moved thy soul, glance o'er that radiant face, 
" Taming my wild heart" to that dear revealing, 

And glorying in thy genius and thy grace : 

/ 
Then hadst thou loved me with- a love abiding. 

And I had now been less unworthy thee ; 
For I was generous, guileless, and confiding— 

A frank enthusiast — buoyant, fresh, and free.- 

But now, my loftiest aspirations perished, 

My holiest hopes — a jest fur lips uncherished — 

The tenderest yearnings of my soul profane — 
A soul- worn slave in Custom's iron chain: 

Checked by those ties that make my lightest sigh,. 

My faintest blush, at thought of thee, a crime : 
How must I still my heart, and school my eye. 

And count in vain the slow, dull steps of Time I 

"Wilt thon come back ? Ah I what avails to ask thee^ 
Since Honour, Faith, forbid thee to return?- 

Yet to forgetfulness I dare not task thee, 
Lest thou too soon that easy lesson learn I 

Ah, come not back, love I even-through memory's ear 
Thy tone's melodious murmur thrills -my heai-t ;, 

Come not with that fond smile,- so frank, so dear- 
While Ji9^ we may, let us for ever part I 
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WHEN WILT THOU LOVE ME ? 

Love me when the spring is here, 

With its busy bird and bee ; 
When the air is soft and clear, 

And the heart is full of glee ; 
When the leaves and buds are seen 

Bursting from the naked bough* 
Dearest, with a faith serene, 

Wilt thou love me then as now f 

When the queenly June is dressed 

In her robes so Mr and bright ; 
When the earth, most richly blessel, 

Sleeps in soft and golden light ; 
When the sweetest songs are heard 

In the forest, on the hill- 
When thy soul, by these is stirred, 

Dearest, wilt ^ou .love me still? 

When the harvest-moon looks out 

On the fields of ripened grain ; 
When the merry reapers shout 

While they glean the burdened plain ; 
When their labours o'er, they sit 

Listening to the night-bird's lay. 
May there o'er thy memory fit 

Thoughts of one far, far away ! 

When the winter hunts the bird 

From his leafy home and bower ; 
When the bee, no longer heard, 

Bides the cold, ungenial hour; 
When the blossoms rise no more 

From the garden, field, and glen ; 
When our forest joys are o'er. 

Dearest, wilt thou love me thenf 

Love for ever I 'tis the spring 

Whence our choicest blessings fiowi 
Angel harps its praises sing. 

Angel hearts its secrets know. 
When thy feet are turned away 

From the busy haunts of men — 
When thy feet in Eden stray. 

Dearest, "wilt t^oxiYoNQ m% V\i«ql^ 
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LENORE. 

Ob I fragile and fur, as the delicate chalioon, 

^Wrought with so rare and snhtle a skill, 
Bright relics, that tell of the pomp of those paLicc.«>, 

Venice — the sea^goddess — glories in still. 

'Whose exquisite texture, transparent and slender, 
A pare blush alone from the ruby wine takes I 

Yet ah ! if some false hand, profaning its splendour, 
Dares but to taint it with poison — it breaks ! 

So when Love poured through thy pure heart is lightning, 
On thy pale cheek the soft rose-hues awoke — 

So when wild Passion, that timid heart frii^htenlng. 
Poisoned the treasure—it trembled and broke I 



LOVE'S ASPIRATION. 

What shall I ask for thee. 
Beloved, when at the silent eve or golden morn 
I seek the Eternal Throne on bended knee. 
And to the Ood of Love my soul is borne. 

Ascending through the angel-guarded air. 
On the swift wings of Prayer ? 

What shall I ask P the bliss 
Of earth's poor votaries ? pleasures that must fade 
As dew from summer blossoms P Oh I for this 
Thy fresh youxL^? spirit, dear one, was not made : 

Purer and holier must its blessings bo— 
I ask not this for thee.. . . 

For thee, fair child, for thee, 
In thy fresh, budding girlhood, shall my prayer 
Go up unceasing, that the witchery 
Of earthly tones alluring may not snare 

Thy heart from purer things ; but God's own hand 
Lead to the better land. 

Ever shall Love for thee 
Implore Heaven's best and holiest benison 
Its perfect peace— that peace which can not be 
The g^ of Earth ; for this when upward borne 

My soul grows earnest, angel-lips of Oaiuc, 
May echo thy sweet name. 



i 
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Ay, ia their world of light 
Immortal voices catch a mother's prayer, 
And while I kneel, some waiting seraph bright, 
Swift on expanded wing, the boon may bear, 

And, soft as falling dewdrops, kindly shed 
Heaven's peace o'er thy young head. 



THE ISLE OF DREAMS. 

I MET thee in the Isle of Dreams, 

Beloved of my sool— 
I met thee on the silver sands. 

Where Lethean rivers roll; 
And by the flashing water-falls, 

Thy spirit whispered unto mine 
The vows it may not keep. . «.. 

I met thee in the Isle of Dreams — 
* No fairer land may bloom 
Among the. island -stars that crest 

The midnight's heavy gloom : 
The lilies blossomed in our path, 

Wild roses on the spray. 
And young birds from the wilderness 

Sang each a dreamy lay. 

Our steps fell lightly as we pressed 

The green, enchanted ground. 
For love was swelling in our hearts, 

And in the air around : 
All, all was sunshine, bHss, and light, 

Beloved of my soul. 
When in the Isle of Dreams we met. 

Where Lethean rivers roll. 

Then tread again the sounding shores 

That echo in my dreams, 
And walk beneath the rosy sky 

That through my vision gleams; 
meet me, meet me yet once more. 

Beloved of my soul, 
Within the lovely Isle of Dreams, 

Where Xethean rivers roll I 
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LOVE'S FLOWERY FETTERS. 

XiOVb's flowery fetters wearing, 
And pieas'd their burden bearing;, 

I ask not to be firee ; 
For, ah. ! to doating lovers 
Their very chain discovers 

More Joys than liberty. 

Tho' charms of form or feature 
Must fade in. course of nature, 

The heart retains its bloom.; 
And, like the rose when dying, 
In dusty atoms flying, 

Strikes on the wind perfume 



LOVE THE VICTOR. 

" De toat ce qui t'aimait, n'est il plus rien qui t'oimc V* 

Mighty ones, Love and Death ! 
Ye are the strong in this world of ours. 
Ye meet at the banquets, ye dwell midst the flowcrS} 

Which hath the con£ueror'« wreath ? 

Thou art the victor. Love ; 
Thou art the fearless, the crown' d, the free, 
The strength of tne battle is given to thee. 

The spirit &om above ! 

Thon hast look'd on Death and smiled ! 
Thou hast borne up the red -like and fragile form 
Through the waves of the fight, through the rush of the stoiui, 

On field, and flood,. and wild I 

No ! thou art the victor. Death I 
Thou comest, and where is that which spoke 
From the depth of the eye, when the spirit woka? 

— Gone with the fleeting breath! 

Thou comest, and what is left 
Of all that loved us, to say if aught 
JTet loveg — ^yet answers the bumiug thought 

Of the spirit lone and reft ? 
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Silence is where thou art I 
Silently there must kindred meet, 
No smile to cheer, and no voice to greet, 

No bounding of heart to heart! 

Boast not thy victory, Death! 
It is but as the clouds o'er the sunbeam's power^ 
It is but as the winters o*er leaf and flower. 

That slumber the snow beneath.. 

It is but as a tyrant's reign- 
O'er the voice and the lip which he bids be still :- 
But the fiery thought and the lofty will 

Are not for him to chain I 

They shall soar his might above ! 
And thus with the root whence affection pp rings,. 
Tho* buried, it is not of mortal things — 

Thou art the victor, Love ! 



HIND A. 

Ah I not the Love, that should have bloss'd. 
So young, so innocent a breast : 
Not the pure, open, prosperous Love, 
That, pledg'd on earth and seal'd above, 
Grows in the world' is approving eyes, 

In friendship's smile and home's caress,. 
Collecting all the heart's sweet ties 

Into one knot of happiness ! 
No, HiNDA, no— thy fatal flame 
Is nurs'd in silence, sorrow, shame- 
In thy soul's darkness buried deep,. 
It lies like some ill-gotten treasure, — 

A passion, without hope or pleasure,. 
Some idol without shrine or name, 
O'er which its pale-eyed votaries keep 
Unholy watch, while others sleep ! 



WOMAN'S LOVE^ 

O, THE voice of woman's love! 

What a bosom-stirring word !- 
Was a sweeter ever utter'd, 

Was a dearer ever heard,. 

Than woman's lovo ?' 
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How it melts upon the ear ! 

How it nourishes the heart ; 
Cold, ahl cold must his appear 

That has never shared a part 
Of woman's lovo. 

'Tis pleasure to the mourner, 

'Tis freedom to the thrall ; 
The pilgrimage of many, 

And the resting-place of all 
Is woman's love. 

'Tis the gem of beauty's birth ; 

It competes with joys above ; 
What were angels upon earth. 

If without woman's love- 
Sweet woman's love ? 



LOVE UNCHERISHED-DIES. 
Love cannot bear rude passion's blast ; 

Neglect pales all its fires ; 
When once its brilliancy is past, 
It struggles, but it cannot last ; 

It flickers and expires. 
And who that radiant light can blame 

If quickly it depart ? 
So delicate, so pure a flame. 
Which from ethereal regions came^ 

Must live in kindred heart. 

Is it a crime in yon sweet flower. 

The child of lovelier skies. 
Because exposed in killing hour 
To blighting winds, to tempest's power. 

It sickens, fades, and dies ? 

Ah I had it grown beneath the ray 

Of genial native sun, 
Whose beams had cherish'd it by day. 
And Zephyrs fann'd it as they play, 

Its life had not been done. 
Then ye selected, sacred few. 

Whose bosoms are Love's shrine. 
Preserve a flame, so bright, so true. 
Glowing with each celestial hue, 

And fed from source divine ] 
p 
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MARY. 

What though the name is old and oft repeated. 

What though a thousand beings hear it now, 
And true hearts oft the gentle word have greeted — 

What though 'tis hallow* d by a poet's vowf 
We ever love the rose, and yet its blooming i 

Is a familiar rapture to the eye ; 
And yon bright star we hail, although its looming 

Age after age has Ht the northern sky. 

As starry beams o*er troubled billows stealing. 

As garden odours to the desert blown, 
In bosoms faint a gladsome hope revealing, 

like patriot music or affection's tone — 
Thus, thus, for aye the name of Maby spoken 

By lips or text, with magio-like controul. 
The course of present thought has quickly brokea 

And stirr'd the fountains of my inmost soul. 

The sweetest tales of human weal or sorro^ 

The fairest trophies of the limner's fame. 
To my fond fancy, Mab,y, seem to borrow 

Celestial halos from thy gentle name : 4 

The Grecian artist gleam'dfrom many faces. 

And in a perfect whole the parts combine(^ 
So have I counted o'er dear woman's graces, 

To form the Mab,y of my ardent mind. 

And marvel not I thus call my ideal — 

We inly paint as we would have things be — 
The fanciful springs ever from the real, 

As Aphrodite rose from out the sea. 
Who smiled upon me kindly day by day, 

In a far land where I was sad and lonef 
Whose presence now is my delight away ? 

Both angels must the same bless'd title owil 

What spirits roimd my weary way are flying, 

What fortunes on my future life await, 
Like the mysterious hymns the winds are sighing, 

Are all unknown— in trust I bide my fate; 
But if one blesssiug I might crave from Heaven, 

'Twould be that Mahy should my being cheer, 
Hang o'er me when the chord of life is riven, 

Bu my dear household word, and ray last accenfc ^ 
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^^^^^■^ Save I DONE TO MERIT THIS? 

rpJ^"*^ ^€i.ve I done to merit thia, 
-rt^^^^^ 't:'l:xu8 you treat me with disdain ; 

A^ *lxe hand of Love held forth, 
^jj .^ *^i^umph in my bosom's pain P 

-y. y o\i dearly lov'd your friend, 
j^^ ^ ^ '^^'ould a diflferent course pursue, 

(A.J^^ "tlie open charge present, 
X3nt 3 -/^^^^^ prepar'd to prove it true.) 
I^rese * ^^~^*® coupled with disdain 

*• 310 charge, nor oharge maintain. 



THE BRIDAL STAR. 
Bis '^^'Vfc - • 

2^^. -^^^ plume o'er the mountain streams, 
JHis oo throbs with delight, 

2^ ^'^Xet in the sunshine beams — 
»p|jg V. ^^*^^*^e8, my peerless knight. 
p^^^^<3[uet spread and music brings 
*#*Hi8l^^ ^^V land afar; 

^j^ J^-3^ love shall welcome sing, 
"^^Cfciich her gay guitar. 
"WhiX^ 

^^ ^^^ngs of mirth and pastime strains 

■ag^iX *-**^athing soft around, 

3j^ ^-fisals, hail, till yonder plains 
1*11 ^e "^^^Icome home resound ! 
^^ ^^ myself in all my best, 
i^^ ^^^ear my bridal star— 

YYl ^"W he's laid his lance at rest, 
^^"lich my gay guitar. 



*^^E DIFFIDENCE OF LOVE. 

*Tia T ^^oiild I blush to own I love ? 
-^y^^^ Ve that rules the realms above. 
That ^S^°^^ ^ blush to say at all 

Virtue holds my heart in thrall P 

Leat T^^^^ I seek the thickest shade, 
•^^ "^^ve's dear secret be betray'd P 
"WIxg *^ *^"^ brow deceitful move, 
^ X am languishing with love ? 
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Is it a weakness thus to dwell 
On passion that I dare not tell ? 
Such weakness I would ever prove : 
'Tis painful, but 'tis sweet to love ! 



UNEEQUITED LOVE. 

Sister! since I met thee last, 
O'er thy brow a change bath past, 
In the softness of thine eyes 
Deep and still a shadow lies; 
From thy voice there thrills a tone 
Never to thy childhood known ; 
Through thy soul a storm hath moved, 
— Gentle sister, thou hast loved I 

Yes I thy varying cheek hath caught 
Hues too bright from troubled thought ; 
Far along the wandering stream 
Thou art followed by a dream ; 
In the woods and valleys lone 
Music haunts thee not thine own : 
"Wherefore fall thy tears like rain ? 
— Sister thou hast loved in vain ! 

Tell me not the tale, my flower ! 
On my bosom pour that shower I 
Tell me not of kind thoughts wasted ! 
Tell me not of young hopes blasted ; 
Wring not forth one burning word. 
Let thy heart no more be stirr'd 1 
Home alone can give thee rest, 
— Weep, sweet sister, on my breast ! 



J 



THE TRYSTING HOUR. 

The night- wind's Eolian breezes, 

Chase melody o*er the grove. 
The fleecy clouds wreathing in tressea. 

Float rosy the woodlands above ; 
Then tarry no longer, my true love, 

The stars hang their lamp in the sky^ 
'Tis lovely the landscape to view, love, 

When. eaoh.'bYoQaxi \iAa a tear in its eyo. 



So stilly the evening is closing, 

Bright dew-drops are heard as they fiill, 
Eolian whispers reposing, 

Breathe softly, 1 hear my love call ; 
Yes ! the light fairy step of my true love, 

The night-breeze U wafting to me ; 
Over heath-bell and violet blue, love, 

Ferfuming the shadowy lea. 



THE PRAYER OF EARTHLY LOVE. 

-Unseen she pray'd, 



With all the still, small whispers of the night, 

And with the searching glances of the stars, 

And with her God alone i She lifted up 

Her sad, sweet voice, while trembling o'er her head 

The dark leaves thrilTd with prayer— the tearful prayer 

Of woman's quenchless yet repentant love. 

*' Father of spirits, hear ! 

Look on the inmost soul, to Thee reveal' d ; 
Lo<^ on the fountain of the burning tear. 

Before thy sight in solitude unseal' d I 

'*Hear, Father I hear and aid! 
If I have loved too well, if I have shed, 
In my vain fondness, o'er a mortal head, 

Gifts, on Thy shrine, my God, more fitly laid; 

** If I have sought to hve 

But in one hght, and made a mortal eye 

The lonely star of my idolatry, 
— ^Thou, that art Love, oh ! pity and forgive! 
** Chasten'd and school'd at last, 

^o more my struggling spirit bums, 

Sut fix'd on Thee, from that vain worship turns ! 
. — What have I said P the deep dream is not past. 

«* Yet hear! If still I love. 

Oh! still too fondly — ^if^ fur ever seen, 
A" earthly image comes my soul between, 

And thy calm glory. Father, throned above; 

^* If still a voice is near 

(Even while I strive these wonderings to controol) 

An earthly voice, disquieting my soul, 
With its deep music, too intensely dear; 
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** O, Tatber draw to TUt& 
My lui^t aflii^<:tioiu! back! — tha dreaming eyes 
Clear from the mist— Hnstam th$ heart that dies ; 

Give the worn &cml onee more its pinions free ! 

** I must love on, O God ; 
This bosom must love on I but let Thy breath 
Touch and make pure the hour that knows not death. 

Bearing it up to Heaven, Love's own abode !" 



BRIDAL GREETINGS. 

Ocean and land the globe divide ; 

Smnmor and irint^r ehartj the year ; 
Darkn^B^ and lif^ht walk side by side ; 

And earth and bcavcn are always near. 

Though ^ch be ^od and fnir alone^ 
And glorious in its time and place, 

In all, when tiHy pair'df is shown 
More of their Maker's power and grace. 

Then may the linifin of young hearts 

So early and so well begun. 
Like sea and shore, in all their parts 

Appear as twain, but be as one. 

Be it like summer— may they find 
Blt$^ b<jau£y^ hope, wliero'er they roam ; 

Be it like wmtcr^when coitfiiat.'*!^ 
Peace, comfort, happineesi at home. 

Like day and night, fiweet interchange 
Of care, onJoymeiiC^ aetioui rest 

Abticncfi nor coldneaa e^er csFtrango 
Hearts by unfaUing love possest. 

Like earth's horizon be their scene 
Of life, a rich and various ground ; 

And, whether lowering or serene. 
Heaven all about it and around. 

^Vhen land and ocoan^ day iind night, 
liThen ytara and nature caftHS to be, 

May their inheritaneQ btj ligkt^ 
Their union one eternity I 
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CONJUGAL LOVE. 

"Yon cottager^ wh« weaves at her own door 
Pillow and bobbins all her little store ; 
Content, though mean^ and cheerful if not gay, 
Shuffles her threads about the livelong day ; 
And as the glorious sun sinks in the west, 
Prepares her table for a welcome guest ; 
Then takes a little prattler on her knee, 
The pledge of honoured loTe and constancy. 
Mother and infant now with patience wuit 
The approach of one towards the wicket«gate 
In whom they take deep interest; and, ere long, 
A stalwart man, with health and vigour strong, 
Salutes his wife and child ; and then exclaims — 
" Mary, my love I I wish those weaving frames 
Were laid aside for aye ;— I'm young and able 
To furnish every comfort for our table !" 
** Yes, Harry, dear !" the faithful wife replies. 
Whilst love and tenderness beam from her eye$), 
** I know you're young and able, but, ere long, 
Tour youth and vigour may not be so strong : 
Afflictions come unto the most robust ; 
And though in God I place my humble trust. 
Prepared we should be for his wise decrees. 
And not in sloth and indolence sit at ease.^' 
** You're right, my dear V^ the doting husband said ; 
And, after evening prayer, they all retired to bed. 
Enviable state \ Love after marriage this ! 
May every married couple taste suck bliss ^ 
Then Hymen's fetters will more easy prove, 
^\jid happy hearts bound with Conjugal Love ! 



MELODIA, 

I MET her once in my girlish hours, 

A creature, soft and warm ; 
Her cottage bonnet filled with flowers, 

Hung swinging on her arm ; 
Her voice was sweet, as the voice of Love, 

And her teeth were pure as pearls, 
While her forehead lay, like a snow-white dove, 

In a nest of nut-brown curls : 
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She waa a thing unknown to fame — 
Melodia was her strange, sweet name. 

I n«ver saw an eye so bright, 

And yet so soft as hers; 
It sometimes swam in liqaid light, 

And sometimes swam in tears ; 
It seemed a beauty apart 

For softness and for sighs ; 
But oh ! Melodia's melting heart 

Was softer than her eyes — 
For they were only formed to spread 
The softness from her spirit shed. 

I've gazed on many a brighter fiice, 

But ne'er on one, for years, 
Where beauty lefl^so soft a trace 

As it had left on hers. 
But who can paint the spell, that wovo 

A brightness round the whole r* 
'Twould take an angel from above 

To paini the immortal soul — 
To trace the light, the inborn grace, 
The spirit, sparkling o'er her face. 

Her bosom was a soft retreat 

For love, and love alone, 
And yet her heart had never beat 

To Love's delicious tone. 
It dwelt within its circle free 

From tender thoughts like these, 
Waiting the little deity. 

As the blossom waits the breeze 
Before it throws the leaves apart, 
And trembles, like the love-touched heart. 

She was a creature, strange as fair, 

First mournful and then wild — 
Now laughing on the clear, bright air 

As merry as a child. 
Then, melting down, as soft as even 

Beneath some new control. 
She'd throw her hazel eyes to heaven, 

And sing with all her soul. 
In tones as rich ps some young bird's, 
Warbling hor own delightful wordfi. 



LOVB POEMS. 233 I 



Melodia! oh, how soft thy darts, 

How tender and how sweet I 
Thy song enchained a thousand hearts. 

And drew them to thy feet ; 
And, as thy hright lips sang, they caught 

So beautiful a ray, 
That, as I gazed, I almost thought 

The spirit of thy lay 
Had left, while melting on the air, 
Its sweet expression painted there. 

Sweet vision of that starry evenl 

Thy virgin beauty yet. 
Next to the blessed hope of heaven. 

Is in my spirit set. 
It is a something, shrined apart, 

A light from memory shed. 
To live imtil this tender heart. 

Of which it lives, is dead — 
Keminding me of brighter hours, 
Of summer eves and summer flowers. 



SHE COMES TO ME. 

She comes to me in robes of snow, 
The friend of all my sinless years— 

£ven as I saw her long ago. 
Before she left this vale of tears. 

She comes to me in robes of snow — 
She walks the chambers of my rest. 

With soundless footsteps, sad and slow, 
That wake no echo in my breast. 

I see her in my visions yet, 
I see her in my waking hours ; 

Upon her pale, pxire brow is set 
A crown of azure hyacinth flowers. 

Her golden hair waves round her face, 
And o'er her shoulders gently falls : 

Each ringlet hath the nameless grace 
My spirit yet on earth recalls. 



234 I.OVE P0KM9. 



And, bending o'er my lowly bed, 
She murmurs — " Oh, fear not to die! — 

For thee an angel's tears are shed, 
An angel's feast is spread on high. 

** Come, then, and meet the joy divine 
That features of the spirits wear : 

A fleeting pleasure here is thine— 
An angel's crown aweuts thee there. 

" Listen I it is a choral hymn" — 
And, gliding softly from my couchy 

Her spirit-face waxed faint and dim, 
Her white robes vanished at my touch. 

She leaves me with her robes of snow — 
Hushed is the voice that used to thrill 

Around the couch of pain and woe — 
She Icaves^me to my darkness still. 



THE ECHO. 

For ever thine ! when hills and seas divide. 

When storms combine ; 
From west wind's sigh, or deserts part us wide — 

For ever thine ! 

In the gay circle of the proud saloon^ 

Whose splendour shine ; 
In the lone of the evening moon — 

For ever thine ! 

And when the light of song, that fires mo now. 

Shall life resign. 
My breaking heart shall breathe its last vow, 

For ever thine ! 



W 



THE HOME OF LOVE. 

Thou movest in visions. Love ! Around thy way 
E'en through this world's rough path and changefal df 

For ever floats a gleam, — 
Not from the realms of moonlight or the mom, 
But thine own soul's illumined chambers boxne.-^ 

The oolouring of a dream I 
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ve, shall I read thy dream P^h I is it not 
All of some sheltering wood-embosom'd spot^ 

A bower for thee and thine P 
Yes ! lone and lovely is that home ; yet thei-o 
Something of heaven in the transparent uir 

Makes every flower divine. 

Something that mellows and that glorifies, 
Sreathes o'er it ever from the tender skies, 

As o'er some blessed isle ; 
£'en like the soft and spiritual glow 
K.indling rich woods whereon th' ethereal bow 

Sleeps lovingly awhile. 

The very whispers of the wind have there, 
A flute-like harmony, *that seems to bear 

Greeting from some bright shore, 
"Where none have said Farewell! — where no decay 
Liends the faint crimson to the dying day ! 

Where the storm's might is o'er. 

And there thou dreamest of Blysian rest, 
In the deep sanctuary of one true bruust. 

Hidden from earthly ill : 
There wouldst thou watch the homeward step whose sound 
Wakening all Nature to swoot echoes round. 

Thine inmost soul can thrill. 

There by the hearth should many a glorious page, 
From mind to mind th' immortal heritage, 

For thee its treasures pour : 
Or music's voice at vesper hours bo heard,. 
Or dearer interchange of playful word. 

Affection's household lore. 

And the rich unison of mingled prayer^ 
The melody of hearts in heavenly air. 

Thence duly ^ould arise ; 
Lifting th' eternal hope, th' adoring breathy 
Of spirits, not to be disjoin'd by death, 

Up to the starry skies. 

There dost thou well believe, no storm should como 
To mar the stillness of that angel home ;•" 

There should thy slumbers be 
Weigh'd down with honey-dew, serenely blest, 
like theirs who first in Eden's grove took rest 

Under some balmy tree. 
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Love I Lave ! thou passionate in joy and woe 1 
And canst thou hope for cloudless peace below— 

Sere^ where bright things must die? 
Oh I thou, that, wildly worshipping, dost shed 
On the frail altar of a mortal head 

Gifts of infinity I 

Thou must be still a rambler, fearful Love! 
Danger seems gathering ftom beneath, above. 

Still round thy precious things ; 
Thy stately pine-tree, or thy gracious rose, 
In their sweet shade can yield thee no repose. 

Here, where the blight hath wings. 

And, as a flower with some fine sense imbued, 
To shrink before the wind's vicissitude, 

So in thy prescient breast 
Are lyre-strings quivering vrith prophetic thrill 
To the low footstep of each coming ill ; 

— Oh ! canst thou dream of coming rest ? 

Bear up thy dream : thou mighty and thou weak ! 
Heart strong as death, yet as a reed to break : 

As a flame, tempest-sway'd ! 
He that sits calm on high is yet the source 
Whence thy soul's current hath its troubled course. 

He that great deep hath made ! 

Will He not pity ? He, whose searching eye 
Keads all the secrets of thine agony ? — 

! pray to be forgiven 
Thy fond idolatry, thy hlind excess. 
And seek with Him that bower of blessedness: — 

Love I thy sole home is heaven ! 



IDA'S FAREWELL. 

" Wb part for ever !*' Silent be our parting J 
Let not a word its sacred grief profene I 

Heart pressed to heart, with not a tear upstarting— 
An age of anguish in that moment's pain I 

'Tis just and right. It is ©ur " crown of sorrow," 
Bravely we'll meet it as becomes our love— 

A love so strong, so pure, it well may borrow 
Bright wings to waft it to the joy above. 
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I have gazed into the darkness, 

Seekmg m the busy erowd 
For a form once passing onward 

With a step as firm and proud p 
For a feiee upturned in gladness, 

To the window where I leaned,- 
Smiling with an eager welcome, 

Thought a step but intervened.- 

Even now myoheek is flushing 

With the rapture of that gaze,. 
And my heart as then beats wildly. 

Oh, the memory of those days ^ 
As a dear, dear dream it cometh^ 

Swiftly as a dieam it flies I 
No one springeth now unto me, 

Smiling with such earnest eyes — 

No one hastens home at twilight, 
. Watching for my hand to wave : 
For the form I seek so vainly 

Sleepeth in the silent grave y 
And the eyes have smiled in dying, 

Blessing me with latest life^ 
Oh, my friend ! above the discord 

Of the last, wild, eartiily strife. 



GIVE ME BUT THY LOVE, 

firvE me but thy love, and I 
Envy none beneath the sky ; 
Fains and perils I defy 

If thy presence cheer mc. 
Give me but thy love, my sweet! 
Joy shall bless us when we meet ; 
Pleasures come, and cares retreat, 

When thou smilest near mo. 

Happy 'twere, beloved one. 
When the toils of day are done, 
Ever with the set of sun 

To thy fond arms retiring !-^ 
There to feel, and there to know 
A balm that baffles every woe. 
While hearts that beat and eyes that glow 

Are sweetest thoughts inspiring. 
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But I will speak a fair bower into being, 
With tender, timid, wistful words and low, 

And tune my soul — ^until, with Heaven agreeing, 
It chords with music to which blossoms grow. 

And they — the flowers, and I will pray together, 
While thou, for " Love's sweet sake," shall join tht 

Till all sweet influences of balmy weather, 
And lovely scenery make us good and fair. 

And ever to our purer aspirations, 

A lovelier light and bloom the flowers shall take; 
With rarer grace shall glow our soul's creations, 

With mellower music every echo wake. 

" We meet in paradise !" To hallowed duty, 

Here with a loyal and heroic heart, 
Bind we our lives — that so divinest beauty 

May bless that heaven, where naught our souls ccii 



MITHER, BLAME ME NOT FOR LOVINC 

MiTHER, blame me not for loving. 

Wherefore thus sae cruel be ? 
*Deod I canna frown on Jamie, 

When he comes a wooing me, 
For I know his bosom's beating 

Ever with affection kind, 
And, were I to cast him from me, 

I might ne'er his equal find. 
Then, mither, blame me not for loving, 

Wherefore thus sae cruel beP 
'Deed I canna frown on Jamie, 

When he comes a wooing me. 

Though your courting days are over, 

You those days remember still ; 
Know too, that at length when married, 

*Twas not, mither, 'gainst your will. 
Would you wish your daughter happy. 

You can now that bliss impart ; 
Force me not my hand to give then, 

Where I cannot give my heart. 
Then, mither, blame me not for loving, 

Wherefore thus sae cruel be P 
'Deed I canna frown on Jamie, 

When "ho cornea «k -wooing mo. 
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STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 
iBLiEYg me, 'tis no pang of jealoua pride 
*^t brings these tears I know not how to hide; 
rj,P^^y grieve because — because — I see 

*^ou find'st not all thy heart demaads in ma. 

^ only grieve that others, who care less 
rj»?' ^^y dear love, thy lightest wish may bless; 
rj»?-** -while to them thou*rt nothing— all to me — 
^ may a moment minister to thee ! 

I*c? • ^* ^*"7*8 magic might were mine, 
jg- J°y to change with each new wish of thine ; 
^othing to all the world beside Td be, 
^d everything thou lovest, in turn to thee ! 

j.^*^^ as clouds, that haunt the sun-god still, 

J.J ^*tch each ray of thy prismatic will ; 

^^ oe a flower— a wild, sweet flower I'd be— 

®igh my very life away for thee I 
j» J , 

To * ^®™' *^^ drink light from the sun, 
'^ &*ad thee with, if gems thy fancy wod ; 
XJ^^ ^irds thy joy, I'd light with docile glee 
Pon thy hand, and shut my wings for thoe! 
j.^ *^ a wild wave thy glance of pleasure meet, 
Q ^y my crown of spray- pearls at thy foot ; 
-pj^ ^ould a star delight thy heart, I'd be 
® happiest star that ever looked on thee! 

V ?^^^ hired thy spirit, I would take 
^}^Q*s aerial beauty for thy sake ; 
^oat into thy soul, so I could see 
^ to become all melody to thee. 

^eed, that by the garden blossom grows, 
^'^, if it could, be as glorious as the rose : 
^©s to bloom — its soul to light aspires ; 

lo ve of beauty every fibre fires. 

*^'— no luminous cloud floats by above, 
^ins at once my envy and my lovo — 
^aionately wild this thirst in me, 
- all beauty and all grace to thee ! 

I am but woman, fond and weak, 
^Ut even power my proud, pure love to speak ; 
X I by all I fail in, love not me 
^t I am, but what I wish to bo I 
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LAURALIE. 
Lighter than the sunbeam's ray, 

Dawning on the sea, 
Graceful as a moonlight fay, 
Was she who won all hearts away — 

Lauralie I 

Tresses bright of golden hair, 

Flowing wild and free, 
Down her cheek beyond compare. 
Nestling in her bosom fair — 

Lauralie ! 

By the heaven within her eyes^ 

Plainly might you see, 
She had stolen their glorious dyes. 
From the laughing summer skies — 

Lauralie ! 

Less beautiful than good and kind, 

Pure as snow was she : 
All gentle thoughts dwelt in her mind, 
By innocence and truth refined — 

Lauralie I 

A tall knight came, with bearing bold. 
And tender vows breathed he ; 

Alas I a tale too often told, 

He won her heart, his love waned cold — 
Lauralie I 

He brought a fair and hawghty bride 

From o*er the sea ; 
And as he feasted at her side, 
A maiden sought his feet and died— 

Lauralie I 

Now both the broken-hearted sleep* 

Beneath the linden tree ; 
Above the sod the wild vines creep. 
And maidens seek the spot to weep i 

Lauralie I 

But he — the false one ! — knows not rest^ 

Dishonoured now is he ; 
His faithless bride has left his breast ;: 
Oh, well are all thy wrongs redressed, 

Lauxaliet 
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A maniac wild, he smiles no more, 

But wanders by the sea, 
And mutters, 'mid the tempest's roar,. 
The name he traces un the shore — 

Lauraliol 



THE RETREAT OF LOVE, 

By heavenly feet thy paths are trod, — 

Undying Love's, who here ascends a throne 
To which the steps are mountains ; where the goi- 

Is a prevading life and light, — so shown 

Not on those summits solely, nor alone 
Li the still cave and forest ; o'er the flower 

His eye is sparkling, and his breath hath blowur 
His soft and summer breath, whoso tender power 
Passes the strength of storms in their most desolate Luur. 

All things are here of him; from the black pines 
That are his shade on high, and the loud roar 

Of torrents, where he listeneth ; to the vines 
Which slope his green path downward to the shore, 
AVhere the bow'd waters meet him and adore, 

Kissing his feet with murmurs ; and the wood, 
The covert of old trees, with trunks all hoar, 

But light leaves, young as jpy, stands where it stood, 
Olfering to him and his a populous solitude. 

A. populous solitude of bees and birds, 

And fairy-form'd and many-colour' d things, 
Who worship him with notes more sweet thanworda. 

And innocently open their glad wings, 
And fall of lofty fountains^ and the bend 

Of stirring branches, and the bud which brings 
The swiftest thought of beauty, here extend, 
I Mingling, and made by Love, unto one mighty end. 

He who hath loved not, here would learn that lore. 

And make his heart a spirit ; he who knows 
That tender mystory will love the more, 
For this is Love's recess, where vain men's woes 
And the world's waste, have driven him far from ilijoo. 
For 'tis his nature to advance or die ! 

He stands not still, but he decays, or grows 
Into a boundless bl«»ssing, which may vie 
With the immortal lights, in its eternity. \ 

Q \ 
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LOVE.' 

TuEBE is a-leve so fond, so tmo, 
No art the magic tie can sever ! 

'Tis ever beauteous, ever new : — 
Its chain once link'd is link*d for 

There is a love, but passion's beam 
Too fond, too warm, too' bright t 

The frenzy of a fever'd dream, 
That bums a moment, then ia pa: 

'Tis like the lightning's lurid glare, 
That streams its blaze of fatal lig 

'Flames for an instant through the i 
Then sinks away in deepest nigh 

There is a love whose feeling rolls 
In pure unruffled calnmess on, — 

The meeting of congenial souls. 
Of hearts whose currents flow in 

It is a blessing that is felt 
But by united minds that flow. 

As sunbeams into sunbeams melt, 
To light a frozen world below. 

There is a love that o'er the war 
Of jarring passion pours its light, 

And sheds its influence like a star 
niat brightest bums in darkest n: 

It is a love best known to those 
Who hand in hand amidst the str 

Together have withstood their foes, 
Together shared the storms of lif( 

It is-so trae, so fix'd, so strong, 
lt»^parts not with the parting brea 

In the soul's flight 'tis borne along, 
And holds- the heart's strings e'en 

'Tis never quench'd by sorrow's tid< 
No, 'tis the flame caught from abc 

A tie that death can not divide ; — 
Tis the bright, torch of wedded lo 



LOVE POTIMS. 269 



Then, weep not, lady, for thy love, 
Though absent far from thee, 

(The God of mercy reigns above,) 
He must protected be. 



THE HOUR OF LOVE. 

It is the hour when from the boughs 
The nightingale's high notes are heard ; 

It is the hour when lover's vows 

Seem sweet in every whisper* d word ; 

And gentle winds and waters near 
Make music to the listening ear. 

Each flower the dews have lightly wet, 

And in the sky the stars are met, 

And on the wave is deeper blue, 

And on the leaf a browner hue, 

And in the heaven the clear obscure 

So softly dark, and darkly pure, 

Which follows the decline of day 

When twilight melts beneath the moon away. 



A LEGEND OF ST. MARY. 

Otib night, when bitterer winds than our<j. 
On hill- sides and in valleys low, 

Built sepulchres for the dead flowers, 
And buried them in sheets of snow — 

When over ledges dark and cold, 

The sweet moon, rising high and higher, 

Tipped with a dimly burning gold 
St. Mary's old cathedral spire. 

The lamp of the confessional, 

(God grant it did not bum in vaiu,) 

After the solemn midnight bell, 

Streamed redly through the lattice-pane. 

And kneeling at the father's feet, 
Whose long and venerable hairs, 

^ow whiter than the mountain sleet, 

Could not have numbered half his prayers, 
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Thoy crown me with the glistening 
Borne from a deathless tree ; 
I hear the pealing music of renown- 
Oh, Love I forsake me not ; 
Mine were a long dark lot, 
Bereft of thee I 

They tell me that my soul can throv 

A glory o'er the earth ; 
From thee, from thee is caught that 
Shed by thy gentle eyes, 
It gives to flower and skies 
A bright new birth L 

Thence gleams the path of morning 
Over the kindling hiils a sunny Z( 
Thence to its heart of hearts the ros( 
"With lustre not its own! 

Thence every wood-recess 
Is fiird with loveliness, 
Each bov/er to ring-doves and dim \ 

1 see all beauty by the ray 
That streameth from thy smile ^ 

Oh ! bear it, bear it not away ; 
Can that sweet light beguile ? 
Too pure, too spirit-like it see 
To linger long Dy earthly stre 
I clasp it with th' alloy 
Of fear midst quivering joy, 

Yet I must perish, if the gift depart- 

Leave me not. Love I to mine own b 

The music from my lyre 

With thy swift step would flee ;. 
The world's cold breath would quen( 
In my deep soul— a temple tiU'd w 
Seal'd would the fountains lie. 
The waves of harmony. 
Which thou, alone canst free I. 

Like a shrine 'mid rocks forsaken, 
Whence the oracle hath fled ; 

Like a harp which none might wakei 
But a mi'^hty master dead ;. ' ' 
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l.ike *^Ji& -^^ of ^ perfume scatter'd, 
a^^^^ ^^^ould my spirit be, 
T? ' Rovoid, aoshatter'd, 

^T^_^^ not, LftTO I or if this earth 
Tfth ¥^ *^ot for ihee a home, 

gg J^'^^^ht flaTmuer-knd of thy June birth 
Then *?^ * ailvery vttioe tbut >*Ui4tpyi's ** Come !'* 

'Yy-'l^^i^^^Tfa the irlory frujm tha rone. 
With til ^^ "parkle from the stn^ain, 

Q_ *^^ijgbt Ihy rainbow-pretftiuco throws 
^^be pc>Bt*B dream 
J^^ithall the ElyMiatihues 
^j|.|^ J-'^liypfitbiray thJit suffasaj 
Take ^^^^^ ^^^ music, from the fading grove, 

***«, too, heavenward, on thy wing, sweet Love! 



THE S^^:^^^^g^ 



HOUR IN TWENTY-FOUR, 
rp j^ ^^ ^8 an hour, more sweet to me, 

'Tis ^? *^^ ^^® "®' ^° twenty-four, 

f *^en from worldly carea I flee, 
Juflt **^^*^^ tbs iiiniden I adore, 

^j^^ *:Ho star of eve dot h glisten. 
Then *^ ^^^^ ond bee tLt-ir «ltiri)btT« take, 

f^ ^S,^*^ °^y ^®^® appear and listen, 
*ti.at pure vow I ne'er can break. 

^ ' 'T'^^^ii in after yi-arB we »trfty, 
A« i^ia ^^*^ on that bright star of <;ro, 
ril fc, ^ ^y ^^dc ^e wend cjur way. 
Oh, Bp^ ^^rm didst my vows believe ! 

l^Q 1^^°^ *^^ ^iurious satisfaction, 
The i *^°^ a« time doth onward roll, 

It ^5^ » the yorm, the progpect^ changing, 
^^*^ot, cannot change the soul. 



. ^^E BRIDE'S CONFESSION. 

iVij^j ^^ thrill passed through my heart, 
^ ■trpv ^*^ intense— yet not of pain— 
An^ ^^ quell quick-bounding throbs, 
^^^nned the sentence o'er again, 
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It might have been full idly penned 

By one whose thoughts from love were frte, 

And yet, as if entranced, I read — 
" Thou art most beautifo] to me." 

Thou didst not whisper I was loved^ 

There were no gleams of tenderness, 
Save those my tcembling heart would hope 

That carelesa sentence might express. 
But while the blinding tears fell fast. 

Until the words I scarce could see, 
There shone, as through a wreathing mist-<- 

"Thou art most beautiful to me." 

To thee? — I cared not for all eyes,. 
So I was beautiful in thine ! 

A timid star, my faint, sad beams 
Upon thy path alone should shine. 

Oh, what was praise, save from thy lips ? 
And love should all unheeded be, 

So I could hear thy blessed voice- 
Say, " Thou art beautiful to me." 

And I have heard those very words — 

Blushing beneath thine earnest gaze — 
Though thou perchance hadst quite forgot 

They had been said in bygone days : 
While clasped hand and circling arm 

Then drew me nearer still to thee, 
Thy low voice breathed upon mine ear. — 

" Thou, love, art beautiful to me." 

And, dearest, though thine eyes alono 

May see in me a single grace, 
I care not, so thou e*er canst find 

A hidden sweetness in my face. 
And if, as years and cares steal on, 

Even that lingering light must flee, 
What matter, if from thee I hear — 

** Thou art still beautiful to me I" 



LOVE SYMPATHIES. 

Thebe are ten thousand tones and signs 
We hear and see, but none defines— 
Involuntary sparks of thought 
Which strike from out the heart o'erwronghl^ 
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THE RIVAX. 

Of all the tonnenta, all the care. 

By which our lives are cursV 
Of all the sorrows that we bear 

A rival is the worst- 
By partners in another kind 

Afflictions easier grow;. 
In love alone we hate to find 

Companions in our woe. 

Silvia, for all the griefcryou sce^ 

Arising in my breast, 
I beg not that you*d pi^ me, 

Would you but slight the rest. 
Howe'er severe your rigours are, 

Alone with them I'd cope ; 
I can endure my own despair,. 

But nut another's hope. 



THE BROKEN FLOWER. 

Oh I wear it on thy heart, my love ! 

Still, Btm a Uttie while! 
Sweetness is lingering in its leaves,. 

Though faded be their smile. 
Yet for the sake of what hath been, 

Oh, cast it not away I 
'Twas bom to grace a summer scene, 

A long, bright, golden day. 

My love !' 

A long, bright, golden day I 

A little while around thee, love I 

Its fragrance yet shall cling, 
Telling that on thy heart hath lain^ 

A fair though faded thing. 
But not even, that warm heart hath power. 

To win it back from fate r 
Oh ! J am like thy broken' flower, 

Cherish'd too late, too late, 

My love I 

Cherish'd, abuhl too late I 

8 
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Tliat when fast-gathering storms pruvail. 

And sorrow dims the tearful eye ; 

And those we once deem'd fedthful, fly 

Bif jre the changing gale, 

Those vows might not he given in vain ; 

That summer-hours of cloudless joy, — 

That years of sickness, grief and pain, 

Might ne'er that silver link destroy. 

And oh ! in man's most dreary hour, 

Has woman's voice the magic power 

That tames the aching heart, and glads the aching sig 

And gilds with brighter beam the deep'ning night. 



SONG. 

I NEVER knew how dear thou wert, 

Till I was on the silent sea ; 
And then my lone and musing heart 

Sent back its passionate thoughts to thrc. 
When the wind slept on ocean's breast. 

And the moon smiled above the deep, 
I longed thus o'er my spirit* s rest 

A vigil like yon moon to keep. 

When the gales rose, and, tempest-tossed, 

Our struggling ship was sore beset. 
Our top-sails rent, our bearing lost, 

And fear in every spirit met — 
Oh ! then amid the midnight storm. 

Peace on my soul thy memory shed : 
The floating image of thy form 

Made strong my heart amid its droad. 

Tes ! on the dark and troubled sea, 

I strove my spirit's depth to know. 
And found its deep, deep love for thee. 

Fathomless as the gulfs below. 
The waters bore me on my way — 

Yet, oh! more swift than rushing streaniai 
To thee flew back, from day to day, 

My clinging love— my dreams. 



IL. 
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LOVE. 

Lots is a g^ft which Ood hath give:i 

To man alone beneath the heaven. 

It is the secret sjrmpathy, 

The silver link, the silken tie, 

Which heart to heart, and mind to minJ, 

In body and in soul can bind. 



A WEED. 

When from onr northern woods pale summer, flyinj? 

Breathes her last fragrrant sigh— her low farewell— 
While her sad wild flowers' dewy eyes, in dyings, 

Plead for her stay, in every nook and dclL 

A heart, that loved too tenderly and truly. 

Will break at last— and in some dim, sweet shade, 

They'll smooth the sod o'er her you prized unduly. 
And leave her to the rest for which she prayed. 

Ah I trustfully, not mournfully, they'll leave her, 
Assured that deep repose is welcomed well ; 

The pure, glad breeze can whisper naught to grieve her, 
The brook's low voice no wrongful tale can tell. 

They'll hide her where no false one's footstep, stealinjr, 
Can mar the chastened meekness of her sleep; 

Only to Love and Grief her grave revealing, 
And they will hush their chiding then— to weep I 

And some — ^for too oft she erred, too blindly. 
She was beloved, how fondly and how well! — 

Some few, with faltering feet, will linger kindly, 
And plant dear flowers within that silent dell. 

I know whose fragile hand will bring the bloom 
Best loved by both — the violet — to that bower; 

And one will bid white lilies bless the gloom ; 
And one, perchance, will plant the passion-flower I 

Then do thou come, when all the rest have parted— 
Thou, who alone dost know her soul's deep gloom, 

And wreathe above the lost, the broken-hearted, 
Some idle weed— that knew not how to bloom. 
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K SEPTEMBER EVENING ON THE BANKS OF 
THE MOSHASSUCK. 

** Nov to ^he sessions of sweet, silent thought, 
I summon ap remembrance of thinss past.*' 

SMk9pert?» Sonnets. 

Again Septeinber*8 golden daj 

Serenely stilly intensely bright, ■ 
Fades on the nmbered hills away 

And melts into the coming night. 
Again Moshassack's silver tide 
Reflects ea«h green herb on its side, 
Kpchtasselled wreath and tangling vin^. 
Whose tendrils o*er its margin twine. 

And standing on its velvet shore 

Where yesternight with thee I stood,' 
I trace its devious course once more 

Far winding on through vale and wood.. 
Now glimmering through yon golden mist. 
By the last glinting sunbeams kissed^* 
Now lost where lengthening shadows fall 
From hazel copse and moss-fringed wall^ 

Near where yon rocks the stream inuni' 

The lonely gentian blossoms still, 
Still wave the star-flower and the fern 

O'er the soft outline of the hill ; 
While far aloft where pine trees throw 
Their shade athwart the sunset glow, . 
Thm. vapours cloud the illumined air. 
And parting daylight lingers there.. 

But ah, no longer thou art near 

This varied loveliness to see, 
And I, though fondly lingering here. 

To-night can only think of thee — 
The flowers thy gentle hand caressed 
Still lie unwithered on my breast, 
And still thy footsteps print the shore 
Where thou and I may rove no more. 

Again 1 hear ther murmuring fall:' 

Of water from some distant dell^ 
The beetle's hum, the criekef s call, 

And, fax vway, that evening bell— 
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Again, again, those sounds 1 hoar, 
Bnt oh, how desolate and drear 
They seem to-night — how like a knell 
The mnsic of that evening hell. 

Again the new moon in tiie west, 

Scarce seen npon yon golden sky, 
Hangs o'er the mountain's purple orest 
With one pale planet trembling nigh. 
And beautiftil her pearly, light 
As when we blessed its beams last night. 
But thou art on the far blue sea. 
And I can. only think of thee. 



YOU ASK ME TO. FORGET HER. 

YoT7 ask me to forget her. 

To mix in fashion's throng, 
L might if did not feeling 

Unto this heart belong ; — 
I might, had 1 but sought her 

Dull hours to wipe away, 
I might, if true affection 

Existed to decay. 

But since the heart's pure feelings,. 

Are destin'd to endure I 
How vain to say, " Forget h^r,*' 

And " rova" to Peace restore. 
When once within the bosom, 

True love has rear'd a throne, 
!(^or time, nor change can move it,. 

Eternity its own. 



THE FAITH OF LOVE. 

Thou hast watch'd beside the bed of death,. 

O fearless human love I 
Thy lip received liie last faint breath. 

Ere the spirit fled above. - 

Thy prayer was heard by the parting bier,. 

In a low and farewell, tone, 
Then hast given the grave both flower and tear,. 

— O Lovo! thy task is done.. 
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Then turn thee from each pleasant sp >t, 
Where thou were wont to rove: 

For there the friend of thy soul is not, 
Nor the joy of thy youth, Love I 

Thou wilt meet but mournful Memory there, 
Her dreams in the grove she weaves, 

With echoes filling the summer air, 
With sighs and trembling leaves. 

Then turn thee to the werld again, 
From those dim haunts bowers, 

And shut thine ear to the wild sweet strain 
That tells of vanished hours. 

And wear not on thine aching heart 

The image of the dead, 
For the tie is rent that gave thee papt 

In the gladness its beauty shed : 

And gaze on the pictured smile no more 

That thus can life outlast. 
All between parted souls is o'er; 

— Love I Love I forget the past I 

" Voice of vain boding! away, be still IJ 

Strive not against the faith 
That yet my bosom with light can fill, 

Unquench'd and undimm'd by death: 

**From the pictured smile I will not turn, 

Though sadly now it shine ; 
Nor quit the shades that in whispers moura 

For the step once link*d with mine : 

" Nor shut mine ear to the song of old, 
Though its notes the pangs renew, 

— Such memories deep in my heart I hold, 
To keep it pure and true. 

" By the holy instinct of my heart, 
By the hope that bears me on, 

I have still my own undying part 
In the deep affection gone. 

" By the presence that about me seems 
Through night and day to dwell. 

Voice of vain bodings and fearful dreams I 
^I have breathed no latt farewell V 
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POWER OF LOVE. 

One after one the joys of youth 

Had died away, 
And visions of unfading truth, 

As false as they ; 

Tliere came a dark and dreary chill, 

More sad than grief ; 
The very pang that made me feel 

Had seem'd relief. 

I saw thee smile ; the icy chain 

Began to melt; — 
I heard thee speak ; and once again 

Hived, I felt! 

Thy gentle care once more for mo 

Hope's garland wove ; 
Aud all my soul's dark apathy, 

Touch-'d by thy love, 

Grew rapture — as the languid mist 

Of sullen hue, 
By morning's summer radiant kiss'd, 

Melts in bright dew. 

And thou hast given me light and life. 

Fond hopes, sweet fears ; 
The varying passions the pleasing strife, 

And smiles and tears. 



HEART QUESTIONINGS. 

When Life's false oraoles, no more replying 
To baffled hope, shall mock my weary quest, 

When in the grave's cold shadow calmly lying. 
This heart at last has found its earthly rest. 

How will ye think of me ? 
Oh, gentle friends, how will ye think of me ? 

Perhaps the wayside flowers around ye springing, 
Wasting, unmarked, their fragrance and their bloom, 

Or some fresh fountain, through the forest singing. 
Unheard,, unheeded, may recall my doom : 
Will ye thus think of me P 
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Gaze on yon spot sequestered, 

Where yew-trees darkly wave, 
Beneath their sombre branches 

You'll find th« lov'd one's grave. 
You ask of what I'm thinking, 

You mark my brow o'ercast. 
You long to know the secret ; 

I'm iihinlrfiig of the past» 



THE COTTAGER TO HER INFANT. 

Ths days are'eold, the nights are long. 
The north wind sings a doleful song ; 
Then hnah again upon my breast ; 
dAll merry things are now at rest. 

Save thee, my pretty love I 

The kitten sleeps upon the hearth. 
The crickets long have ceased their mirth; 
There's nothing stirring in the house 
Save one wee^ hungry, nibbling mouse, 
Then why so busy thou f 

Nay! start not at that sparkling light ; 
rris but the moon that shines so bright 
On the window-pane bedropped with rain : 
Then, little darling I sleep again, 

And wake when it is day. 



THE FAREWELL. 

Fa&ewell, fair Rosebud of the isles I 

Yet one farewell to thee ; 
Brief was the blessing of thy smiles, 

Like all of bliss for me. 
Deputed dreams ! sent down to bless 

The sleep of beauty, tell 
With what impassion'd tenderness 

The minstrel breathes farewell I 

Oh I tell her she's my sheltering tree, 
My love-star o'er the waves, 

The camel's treasured draught to me^ 
That midst the desert saves. 
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This heart itself a desert bare 
As that my footstep knows ; 

One only rose left blooming there. 
And she that virgin rose. 



STANZAS. 

She dwelt among the untrodden ways 

Beside the springs of Love, 
A maid whom there were none to praise, 

And very few to love. 

A violet by a mossy stone 

Half hidden from the eye! 
— Fair as a star when only one 

Is shining in the sky. 

She lived unknown, ani few could know 

When Lucy ceased to be ; 
But she is in her grave, and oh. 

The difference to me I 



FAREWELL. 

When eyes are beaming 
What never tongue might tell. 

When tears are streaming 
From their crystal cell : 

When hands are link'd that dread to part. 

And heart is met by throbbing heart. 

Oh! bitter, bitter is the smart 
Of them that bid farewell ! 

When hope is chidden 

That fain of bliss would tell, 
And love forbidden 

In the breast to dwell : 
When fetter'd by a viewless chain. 
We turn and gaze, and turn again. 
Oh I death were mercy to the pain 

Of them that bid farewell. 
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" THERE WAS A ROSE." 

Thebe was a rose, that blushing grew 

Within my life's young bower; 
The angels sprinkled holy dew 

Upon the blessed flower : 
I glory to resign it, love, 

Though it was dear to me; 
Amid thy laurels twine it, love, 

It only blooms for thee. 

There was a rich and radiant gem 

I long kept hid from sight, 
Lost from some seraph's diadem — 

It shone from Heaven's own light ! 
The world could never tear it, love, 

That gem of gems from me ; 
Yet on thy fond breast wear it, love, 

It only shines for thee. 

There was a bird came to my breast. 

When I was very young ; 
I only knew that sweet bird's nest. 

To me she only sung; 
But, ah! one summer day, love, 

I saw that bird depart : 
The truant flew thy way, love. 

And nestled in thy heart. 



THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD TO HIS LOVE. 

Come live with me and be my lovo. 
And we will all the pleasures prove. 
That vailies, groves, and hills, and fields, 
Woods, or steepy mountains yield. 

And we will sit upon the rocks. 
Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks. 
By shallow rivers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals. 

And I will make thee beds of roses. 
And a thousand fragrant posies ; 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle. 
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A gown made oH the finest wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull ; 
Fair lined slippers for the cold, 
With buckles of the purest gold. 

A bolt of straw and ivy-buds, 
With coral clasps and amber studs ; 
And if these pleasures may thee move,. 
Come live with me, and be my love. 

The shepherd swains shall dance and sing 
For thy delight, each May morning ; 
If these delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love.. 



THE NYMPH'S REPLY TO THR PASSIOI4AT 
SHEPHEKD'S INVITATION. 

If all the world and Love were young. 
And truth on every shepherd's tongue, 
These pretty pleasures might me move^ 
To live with thee and be thy love. 

Time drives the flock from field to fold, 
When rivers rage and rocks grow cold ; 
And Philomel becometh dumb. 
And Age complains of oareb to come. 

The flowers do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter reckoning yields ; 
A honey tongue, a heart of gall, 
Is Fancy's spring, but Sorrow's fafl. 

Thy gawns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies, 
Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten. 
In folly ripe, in reason rotten. 

Thy belt of straw and ivy-buds, 
Thy choral clasps and amber studs : ^ 
All these in me no means C€ui move 
To come to thee, and be thy love. 

But could youth last, and love still bned. 
Had joys no date, nor age no deed ; 
Then these delights my mind might ai(iv% 
To live with thee, and be thy love* 
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WIDOW AT HER DAUGHTER'S BRIDAL. 

Deal gently tliou, whose hand hath won 

The young bird from its nest away, 
Where careless, 'neath the vernal sun, 

She gaily carrolled, day by day ; 
The haunt is lone, the heart must grieve, 

From whence her timid wing doth soar. 
They pensive list at hush of eve, 

Yet hear her gushing song no more.. 

Deal gently with her ; thou art deai!^ 

Beyond what vestal lips have told. 
And, like a lamhrfrom fountains clcar>. 

She tuma confiding to thy fold ; 
She,^ round thy sweet domestic bower 

The wreaths of changeless love shall twino. 
Watch for thy step at vesper hour. 

And blend her holiest prayer with thine.. 

Deal gently thou^ when, far away, 

'Mid stranger scenes her foot shall rove,. 
Nor let thy tender care decay — 

The soul of woman lives in love : 
And shouldst thou, wondering, mark a tear, 

Unconscious, from (her eyelids break,. 
Be pitiful, and soothe the fear 

That man's strong heart may ne'er partake4. 

A mother yields her gem.to thee. 

On thy true breast to sparkle rare ; . 
She places 'neath thy household tree 

The idol of her fondest care : 
And by thy trust to be forgiven, 

When Judgment wakes in terror wild,. 
By aU thy treasured hopes of heaven, 

Deal gently with the widow's child I 
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THE SPIRIT OF MY SONG. 

Tell me, have you ever met hesv— 

Met the spirit of my song I 
Have her wavelike footsteps glided 

Through the city's worldly throng P 
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You will know her by a wreath, 
Woven all of starry light, 

That is lying 'mid her hair- 
Braided hair as dark as night. 

A short band of radiant summers 

Is upon her forehead laid, 
Twining half in golden sunlight, 

Sleeping half in dreamy shada: 
Five white fingers clasp a lyre, 

Five its silvery strings awake, 
And bewildering to the soul 

Is the music that they make. 

Though her glances sleep like shadows 

'Neath each falling, silken lash. 
Yet, at aught that wakes resentment, 

They magnificently flash. 
Though you loved such dewy dream-light, 

And such glance of sweet surprise. 
You could never bear the soorn 

Of those proud and brilliant eyes. 

There's a sweet and winning cunning 

In her bright lip's crimson hue, 
And a flitting tint of roses 

From her soft cheek gleaming through : 
Do you think that you have met her ? — 

She is young and pure and fair. 
And she wears a wreath of starlight 

In her braided, ebon hair. 

Often at her feet I'm sitting. 

With my head upon her knee. 
While «he tells me dreams of beauty 

In low words of melody ; 
And, when my unskilful fingers 

Strive her silver lyre to wake, 
She will smooth my tresses, smiling 

At the discord which I make. 

But of late days I have missed her— 
The bright being of my love — 

And perchance she's stolen pinionB 
And has floated up above. 



A. 
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Tell me, have you ever met her — 
Met the spirit of my song — 

Have her wavelike footsteps glided 
ThroTigh the city's worldly throng? 



FIRST,— ONLY LOVE. 

•Ti8 done— and shivering in the gale, 
The bark nnfdrls her snowy sail ; 
And whistling o*er the bending mast, 
Lond sings on high the freshening blast ; 
And I must A-om this land be gone, 
Because I cannot love but one. 

And I will cross the whit'ning foam. 
And I will seek a foreign home; 
Till I forget a false, fair face, 
I ne*er shall find a resting-place : 
My own dark thoughts I cannot shun, 
But ever love and love but one. 

To think of every early scene. 

Of what we are and what we've been, 

Would whelm some softer hearts ^"ith woe- 

But mine, alas I has stood the blow ; 

Tet still beats on, as it began, 

And never truly loves but one. 

And who that diear lov^d' one may be 
Is not for vulgar eyes to see, 
And why that early Ibve was cross'd. 
Thou knowest the best, I feel the most ; 
But few that dwell beneath the sun- 
Have loved so long, and loved but one. 

I've tried another's fetters too. 
With charms perchance as fair to view ;. 
And I would fain have loved as well ;. 
But some unconquerable spell 
Forbade my bleeding breast to own 
A kindred: oare for aught but one^ 
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'T would soothe to take one lingering yiaw, 
And bless thee in my last adieu ; « 
Yet wish I not those eyes to weep 
For him that wanders o'er the deep ; 
His home, his hope, his youth -are goao, 
Yet still he loves, and loves but one. 



RESOLVES. 

I HAVE said I would not meet him — 

Have I said the words in vain ? 
Sunset bums along the hill-tops, 

And I'm waiting here again; 
But my promise is not broken, 

Though I stand where once we met ; 
When I hear his coming footsteps, 

I can fly him even yet. 

We have stood here oft when evening 

Deepened slowly o'er the plain, 
But I must not, dare not, meet him 

In the shadows here again ; 
For I could not turn away and 

Leave that pleading look and tono, 
And the sorrow of his parting 

Would be bitter as my own. 

In the dim and distant ether 

The first star is shining through^ 
And another, -and another! 

Trembles softly in the blue : 
■Should I linger but one moment 

In the shadows where I stand, 
J shall see the vine-leaves parted 

With a quick, impatient hand. 

•But I will not wait his coming — 
He will surely come once more ; 

Though I said I would not meet hi.M^ 
I have told him so before; 

And he knows the stars of evening 
See me standing here again — 

Oh, he surely will not leave me 
•Now to watch-and wait inu7afa^2 
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"Tib the hour — ^the time of meetiqg-- 

In one moment 'twill be past ; 
And last night he stood beside m^— 

Was that blessed time the last? 
I could better bear my sorrow, 

Could I live that parting o*er : 
Or, I wish I had not told him 

That I would not come once more ! 

Could that have been the night- wind 

Moved the branches thus apart l** 
Did I hear a coming footstep, 

Or the beating of my heart ? 
No— I hear him, I can see him, 

And my weak resolves are vdia .- 
I will fly, but to his bosom, 

And to leave it not again ! 



THE SILENT LOVEE, 

Passions are liken'd best to floods and streonip, 
The shallow murmur, but the deep are dumb ; 

So, when affection yields discourse, it seems 
The bottom is but shallow whence they come, 

They that are rich in words must needs discover 

They are but poor in that which makes a lover. 

Wrong not, sweet mistress of my heart, 

The merit of true passion. 
With thinking that he feels no smart, 

That sues for no compassion. 

Since, if my plaints were not t' approvo 

The conquest of thy beauty ; 
It comes not from defect of love, 

But fear t'exceed my duty. 

For knowing that I sue to servo 

A saint of such perfection. 
As all desire, but none deserve 

A place in her affection. 

1 rather choose to want relief. 

Than venture the revealing ; 
Where glory recommends the griol^ 

Despair disdains the healing. 
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, . . : 1— 

Silence in love betrays more woe 
Than words, though ne*er so witty : 

A beggar that is dumb, you know, 
May challenge double pity^. 

Then wrong not, dearest to my heart ! 

My love for secret passion ; 
He smarteth most who hides his smart, 

And sues for no compassion. 



SONG. 



Should all who throng, with gift and song 
And for my favour bend the knee, 

Forsake the shrine they deem diyine,. 
I would not stoop my soul to- thee { 

The lips, that breathe the burning vow, 
By falsehood base unstained must be ; 

The heart, to which mine own shall bow. 
Must worship Honour more than me. 

The monarch of a world wert thou, 

And I a slave on bended knee, 
Though tyrant chains my form might bow. 

My soul should never stoop to thee I 

Until its hour shall come, my heart 

I will possess, serene and free ; 
Though snared to ruin by thine art, 

'Twould sooner break thedi bend to thee I 



SONG.. 



"Where shall the lover rest, 

"Whom the Fates sever 
From his true maiden's breast,. 

Parted for ever ? 
Where, through groves deep and high,. 

Sounds the far billow, 
"Where early violets die,. 

Under the willow. 

There, through the summer day. 

Cool streams are laving ; 
There, while the tempests sway; 

Soarce are boughs waving^^; 
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^E^liere, thy rest shalt thou take, 

Parted for ever, 
^^ever again to wake,.. 

Never:,. never! 
A^There shall the traitor rest, 

He, the deceiver, 
"Vviio could win a maiden's breast, . 

Ruin, and leave her ? 
Xn the lost battle, 

Borne down by the flyings, . 

*Vviiere mingles war's rattle 

With groans of the dying. 

Sler wings shall the eagle flap 

0*>er the false hearted : 
^Bis warm blood the wolf shall lap^ 

Ere life be parted. 
^Shame and dishonour sit 

By his grave ever ; 
^Klessing shall hallow it,— - 

Never, O never 1 



^^ THOU HAST CRUSHED A FLOWER., 

^^^^ O cast thou not 

^^^Bfection from thee ! In this bitter world, 
>^^^^ld to thy heart that only treasure fast ; 
•;;J^5^*^*ch — guard it — suffer not a breath to dim. 
-^ -kae iHight gem's purityl 

■^* - thou hast crushed a flower, 
^ *rhe root may not be blighted;-. 

^ "^thou hast quenched A lamp, 
■^^^^ Once more it may be lighted : 
"^^Xit on thy harp or on thy lute, 
—^ The. string which thou hast broken^ . 
^^Viall never in sweet sounds again 

Give to thy touch a token i 
"^"^ thou hast loosed a bird 

Whose voice of song would cheer thee, . 
^till,. .still he may be won 

From the skies to warble near thee : . 
^ut if upon the troubled sea 

ThouJiast thrown a gem unheeded, 
^ope not that wind or wave will bring 
The treasure back when Jieeded. 



ir 
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if thou hast bruised a vine, 

The summer's breath is healing, 
And its clusters yet may glow, 

Through the leaves of their bloom revealing ; 
But if thou hast a oup overthrown 

With a bright draught filled — oh ! never 
Shall earth give back that lavished wealth 

To cool thy parched lips' fever. 

The heart is like that cup, 

If thou waste the love it bore thee:; 
And like that jewel gone. 

Which the deep will not restore thee : 
And like that strain of harp or lute 

Whence the sweet sound is scattered : 
Gently, oh ! gently touch the chorda, 

So soon for jever shattered I 



THE WIFE'S REMONSTRANCE. 

Oh, why are you sad when all others are gay P 

Is earth darker now than in life's early day P 

Is the kind hand withdrawn that upheld us of yore. 

Or the bright, laughing sunshine around us no more? 

No : earth is still smiling, and nature is clad 

In all her old beauty— then why art thou sad ? 

True, some friends grow faithless, seem cold and estranged, 

But others are left us whose love is unchanged — 

Whose hearts, through all seasons of good and of ill, 

Like the ivy around us cling faithfully still : 

Let us cherish them deep in our hearts, and be glad. 

For oh, with such blessings how. can we be sad I 

You say we are poor ! — ah, I have not forgot 

That to struggle with fortune is ofttimes our lot ; 

But think you that we are less happy than they 

Who drag on 'mid splendour their wearisome day P 

For their wealth would you barter the bliss we have had f 

Oh, no I then what need have our hearts to be sad P 

Why fear for the future ?— for nine years or more 

We have managed to keep the gaunt wolf from onr door; 

And why, in the days yet to come, should our state, 

1 hough humble, be marked by a gloomier &te P 

Let us give God our thanks for the past, and be glad — 

How much moie^eedJiaveothers, than we^ to be sad I 
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'. know there are seasons when, strive as we will, 
iVesentiinent whispers for ever of ill ; 
There are dark-boding visions of trouble and pain 
rhat lurk in the heart till they madden the brain I 
SVoe, woe for that bosom I it cannot be glad — 
Jh Ood, shield us well from such oause to be sad ! 

Let US humbly hope on— and if dark be our way, 
EUmember that night is e'er followed by day ; 
Fhough tempests and whirlwinds may rage through the skies, 
They will pass, and the sunbeams again meet our eyes : 
Let our hearts and our brows, then, in sunshine be clad, 
Por Ood made us not to be gloomy and sad I 



LADY LOVE, LADY LOVE, ROAM WITH ME. 

Oh lady, sweet lady, a while let us ro|im ; 

The songsters of heav'n are mute on the bough : 
The honey-bee laden has fled to her home, 

The glow-worm comes forth, it is evening now : 
Then, lady love, lady love, roam with me; 

Lady love, lady love, roam with me ; ' 
True to the bosom that's constant to thee. 

Lady love, lady love, roam with me. 

The sun long has sunk to its home in the west, 

The stars one by one deck the beautiful sky. 
The moonbeams are mirror'd on Ocean's calm breast, 

And the murmuring zephyrs re-echoe my sigh : 
Then lady love, lady love, roam with me, 

Lady love, lady love, roam with me ; 
True to the bosom that's constant to thee, 

Lady love, lady love, roam with me. 



FAIR HELEN OF KIRCONNEL. 

Tair Helen of Kirkomiel," as she is called in the Scottish Minstrel-'y, 
hrowing herself between her betrothed lover and a rival by whom 
lia life was assailed, received a mortal wound, and died in tho arms 
if the fbxmcr. 

HoLP me upon thy faithful heart, 

Keep back my flitting breath; 
*Tis «arly, early to depart, 

OReio^d^jet this is death. 
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Look on rae still : let that kind eye 

Be the last light I see I 
Oh ! sad it is in spring to die, 

But yet I die for thee I 

For thee, my own! my stately head 

Was never thus to bow — 
Give tears when with me love hath fled, 

True love, thou know'st it now ! 

Oh! the fi-ee streams looked bright where'er 

We in our gladness roved ; 
And the blue skies were very fair — 

O friend I because we lovedl 

Farewell !— I bless thee— live thou on, 
When this young heart is low ! 

Surely my blood thy life hath won — 
Clasp me once more — I go ! 



WHY THIS LONGING. 

Why this longing, thus for ever sighing 

For the far off, unattained, and dim ; 
While the beautiful, all round tibee lying. 

Offers up its low, perpetual hymn P 
Wouldst thou listen to its gentle teaching, 

All thy restless yearning it would still : 
Leaf, and flower, and laden bee, are preaching 

Thine own sphere, though humble, first to fill. 
Poor indeed thou must be, if around thee 

Thou no ray of light and jpy canst throw ; 
If no silken cord of love hath boiind thee 

To some little world through weal or woe ; 
If no dear eyes thy fond love can brighten — 

No fond voices answer to thine own ; 
If no brother's sorrow thou canst lighten 

By daily sympathy and gentle tone. 
Not by deeds that win the crowd's applauses; 

Not by works that give thee world-renown ; 
Not by martyrdom, or vaunted crosses, 

Canst thou win and wear the immortal orown: 
Daily struggling, though unloved- and lonely^. 

Every day a rich reward will give ; 
Thou wilt find, by hearty striving only, i 

And true loving, thou canst truly. Hve* 
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SONG. 
*' He always look'd as though he loy'd I" 

He always look*d as though he loVd : 

I could not bear his gaze ; 
And oft his eye toward me rov*d, 

And oft he «poke my praise : 
And though not one sweet word of lovo 

Did on his accents dwell, 
His smile when I was by must prove 

What tongue did never tell I 

How very often, too, he sought 

To be alone with me ; 
While I, too foolish, never thought 

Of Love's sweet treachery ; 
He must have nutic'd the warm blush 

Which mantled o'er my cheek. 
And how the blood would backward rush 

As he my glance would seek! 

Alas I another is his bride I 

Yet, haply, when we meet, 
His eye shall wander from her side 

And stealthily me greet : 
Why said he not he loved me ? then 

I had not been heart-broken ; 
He, too, had been a happier man, — 

Is not hit blush the -tokeiT? 



LOVE AT THE GRAVE. 

Remembbancer of nature's prim^, 
And herald of her fading near. 

The last month of the summer timo 
Of leaves and flowers is with us hero. 

More eloquent than lip can preach. 
To every heart that hopes and fears, 

What solemn lesson does it teach, 
Of the quick passage of our years. 

To me it brings sad thoughts of one, 
Who in the summer's fading bloom 

Bright from the arms of love went down 
To the dim silenoe of the tomb. 



i 
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How often since has spring's soffc shower 
Revived the life in nature's breath, 

And the sweet herb and tender flower 
Hath been renewed above her rest I 

How many summer times have told 
To mortal hearts their rapid flight, 

Since first this heap of yellow mould 
Shut out her beauty from my sight. 

Since first, to love's sweet promise true, 

My feet beside her pillow trod, 
Till year by year the pathway grew 

Deeper and deeper in the sod. 

Now these neglected roses tell 
Of no kind hand to tend them nigh-^ 

Oh God I I have not kept so well 
My faith as in the yeara gone by ! 

But here to-day my step returns, 
And kneeling where these willows wave. 

As the soft flame of sunrise bums 
Down through the dim leaves to thy grave— 

I cry, forgive, that I should prove 

Forgetfttl of thy memory ; 
Forgive me, that a living love 

Once came between my soul and thee ; 

For the weak heart that vainly yearned 

For human love its life to cheer. 
Baffled and bleeding, has returned 

To stifle down its crying here. 

For steadfast still, thy faith to me 
"Was one which earth could not estrange ; 

And, lost one ! where the angels be, 
1 know affliction may not change ! 



THE REGRETS OF A BRIDE. 

She looked on the vine at her father's door, 
Like one that is leaving his native shore ; 
She hung o'er the myrtle once oalled her own, 
As it greenly waved by the threshold stone i 
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She turned and her mother's gaze brought bock 

Each hue of her childhood's faded track ; 

— Oh hush the song, and lei her tears 

Flow to the dream of her early years ; 

Holy and pure are the dn^ that fall 

When the young Bride goes from her father's hall. 

She goes unto love yet untried and new — 

She parts from love which has ever been true ; 

Mute be the lyre, and the choral strain, 

Till her heart's deep well-spring is clear aguiu I 

She wept on her mother's &uthful breast, 

Like a babe that sobs itself to rest 1 

She wept — ^yet laid her hand the while 

On his that waited her daMming smile— 

Her soul's affianced — nor cherished less 

For the gush of nature'» tenderness; 

— She lifted her graceful head at last, 

The choking swell of heart was past ; 

And her lovely thoughts from their cells found way 

In the sudden flow of a plaintive lay, 

And like a slight young tree, that throws 

Tho weight of rain from its drooping boughs, 

Once more she wept ; but a changeful thing 

Is the human heart, as a mountain spring, 

That works its way through the torrents' foain 

To the bright pool near it, the lily's home ! 

It is well — the cloud on her soul that lay 

Hath melted in glittering drops away ; 

Wake a^n, mingle, sweet flute and lyre ! 

She turns to her lover— she leaves her sire I 

Mother! on earth it must still be so^ 

Thou rearest the lovely, to see them go! 



BELIEVE IT. 

Xp thy heart whispers that I love thae still, 

Tet living on a memory of the past. 
Or that mine eyes with tender tear-drops flll. 

As o*er Hope's ruined page my glance is cast — 
That oft thy name is blended with my prayer, 

Thine image mingled with the morning's light, 
That sleep, which drowns all waking dreams of caro, 

But wafts thy softened shadow to my sight— 

Believe it. 
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If when thou dost recall that wine-clad grove, 
The moonbeams filled with checkered light and shadin 

When first we breathed our trembling vows of love, 
And lingered till the stars' soft rays were fading. 

Thy fancy paints me wandering sad -and slow 
Through those dim paths that once thy footstep prcsisec 

My heart with tender thoughts will ovei^ow, 

That find no echo^n thine .altered breast — 

.Believe it. 

Though when we meet, 1 school my downcast eye 

And faltering lip to speak a careless greeting, 
Or 'mid the crowd in silence pass thee by, 

Lest I betray my heart's unquiet beating : 
'Tis that no eye save thine shall ever see 

My soul gush forth in yearning to thine own, 
Or coldly trace the feelings felt for thee, 

And read the love revealed in look and tone,— 

Believe it. 

Wronged by thine anger, prized perchance no more. 

From me undying thought thou canst not sever. 
Still may I trust to meet thee on that shore 

Where pure affection lights the soul for ever: 
Though earthly hope in meekness I resign, 

E'en while my heart's full tenderness revealing, 
Kemember, if one doubt arise in thine, 

These words of truth in bitter tears I'm sealing ; 

Believe it. 



THE LOVERS. 

Thou marvellest why so oft her eyes 

Fill with the heavy dew of tears — 
Have 1 not told thee that there lies 

A shadow darkly on her years P 
Life was to her one sunny whole. 

Made up of visions fancy wove, 
> Till that the waters of her soul 

Were troubled by the touch of love. 
I knew when first the sudden pause 
. Upon her spiiit's sunshine fell — 
Alas I I little guessed the cause, 

'Twas hidden in her heart so well : 
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Oar lives since early infancy 
fiad flowed as rills together flow, 

And now to hide her thought from me 
Was bitterer than to tell its woe. 

One night, when clouds with anguish black 

A tempest in her bosom woke, 
She crushed the bitter tear-drops back, 

And told me that her heart was broke ! 
I learned it when the autumn hours 

With wailing wind around us sighed— 
'Twas summer when her love's young flowers 

Burst into glorious life, and died ; 
No—now can I remember well, 

'Twas the soft month of sun and shower; 
A thousand times I've heard her tell 

The season, and the very hour : 
For Qow, whene'er the tear-drops start, 

As if to ease its throbbing pain, 
She leans her head upon my heart, 

And tells the very tale again. 

'Tis something of a moon, that beamed 

Upon her weak and trembling form. 
And one beside, on whom she leaned, 

That scarce had stronger heart or arm — 
Of souls united there until 

Death the last ties of life shall part. 
And a fond kiss whose rapturous thrill 

Still vibrates softly in her heart. 

It is an era strange, yet sweet, 

Which every woman's thought has known, 
When first her young heart learns to beat 

To the soft music of a tone — 
That era when she first begins 

To know what love alone can teach. 
That there are hidden depths within. 

Which friendship never yet could reach : 
And all earth has of bitter woe. 

Is light beside her helpless doom. 
Who sees love's first sweet star below 

Fade slowly till it sets in gloom : 
There may be heavier grief to move 

The heart that mourns an idol dead. 
But one who weeps a living love 

Has sorely little left to dread. 
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I cannot tell why love so true 

As theirs should only end in gloom^ 
Some mystexy that I never knew 

Was woven darkly with their doom : 
I only know their dream was vain, 

And that they woke to find it past, 
And when by chance they met agai% 

It was not as they parted last. 
His was not faith that lightly dies, 

For truth and love as clearly shona 
In the blue heaven of his soft eyes, 

As the dark midnight of her own i. 
And therefore Heaven alone can telL 

What are his living visions now ; 
But hers — the eye can read too well 

The language written cm her Inrowv 

In the soft twilight, dim and sweet 

Once, watching by the lattice pano^ 
She listened to his coming feet. 

For whom she never looked in vain r 
Then hope shone brightly on her brow, 

That had not learned its after fears — 
Alas ! she cannot sit there now. 

But that her dark eyes fill with tears t 
And every woodland pathway dim. 

And bower of roses cold and sweet, 
That speak of vanished days and him^ 

Are spots forbidden to her feet. 
No thought within her bosom stirs. 

But wakes some feeling dark and dread ; 
Ood keep thee from a doom like hers-" 

Of living when the hopes are dead ! 



J 



SEASONS FOR LOVINGw 

Dost thou idly ask to hear 

At what gentle seasons 
Nymphs relent, when lovers near 

Press the tenderest reasons P 
Ah, they give their faith too oft 

To the careless wooer ;. 
Maiden'^s hearts are always soft — 

Would thai menu's hearts were tmerl 
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Woo tlie fair onCf when around 

Early birds Ar« singing; 
When o'er the fragnmt; ^ronnd, 

Eft. fly flowflra are springing- 
When, the hroiik-side, bank, and grovo. 

All with b]usi^(»m laclf^n^ 
Sbitie with beauty — breathe of love — 

Woo the timid maiden. 

Woo her, when, with rosy blush. 

Summer eve is sinking ; 
When on rills, that softly gush, 

Stars are softly winkini;: ^ 
WhcD, through boughs thiit knit the bower. 

Moonlight gleams are stealing ; 
Woo her. till the gentle hour 

Wakes a gentler feeling. 

Woo her, when Autumnal dyes 

Tinge the woody mountala ; 
When the dto^ppiag foliage Hc=s 

In half the choktjd fountAi n ; 
JjQi tho 8cono, that tells how fast 

Youth is passing over, 
Warn her, ere the bloom is past,. 

To secure her lover. 

Woo her, when the north winds call 

At the lattice nightly ; 
T^Tien, vithiii the cheerful hall. 

Blaze the faggots brightly 
Wliik the wintry tempeet&i round 

Sweep the landiKiapes hoary ^ 
Sweeter in her car flhall sound 

Love*s delightftJ story. 
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CANST THOU FORGET ? 

jfST thou forget, beloved, our first awaking 

''rom out the shadowy calms of doubts and dreamc, I 

know Love's perfect sunlight round us breaking^ i 

bathing our beings in its gorgeous gleams — j 

Canst thou forget ? I 
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A sky ot rose and gold was o'er us glowing, 
Around us was the morning breath of May ; 

Then met our soul-tides, thence together flowing, 
Then kissed our thought- waves, mingling on their wa 
'Canst thou forgetf 

Const thou forget when first thy loving fingers 
Laid gently back the locks upon my brow ? 

Ah, to my woman's thought that touch still lingers, 
And' softly glides along my forehead now I 

Canst thou forget*? 

Canst thou forget when every twilight tender, 
'Mid dews and sweets, beheld our slow steps rove. 

And when the nights which came in starry splendour, 
Seemed dim and pallid to our heaven of love ? 

Canst thou forget P 

Canst thou forget the child-like heart outpouring 
Of her whose fond faith knew no fidtering fears ? 

The lashes drooped to veil her eyes adoring. 
Her speaking silence, and her blissftd tears P 

Canst thou forgetf 

Canst thou forget the last most mournful meeting, 
The trembling form clasped to thine anguished breast. 

The heart against thine own, now wildly beating, 
Now fluttering faint, grief- wrung, and fear oppressed? 
Canst thou forget P 

Canst thou forget, though all Love's spells be broken, 
The wild farewell which f'ent our souls apart? 

And that last gift, JL&ection's holiest token, 
The severed tress, which lay upon thy'heart — 
Canst thou forget-? 

Canst thou forget, beloved one— comea there never 

The angel ot sweet visions to thy rest ? 
Brings she not back the fond hopes fled for ever, 

While one lost name thrills through thy sleeping bieac 
Canst thou -forget P 



LOVE AND J'AME. 

It had passed in all its grandeur, that sounding summer sb 
Had paid its pearly tribute to each fair expectant flower, 
And while a thousand sparklers danced lightly on the wpt^ 
Close folded to a rosebud's heart one tiny rain-drop lay. 
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Thronghout each fevered petal had the heaven-brought fresh- 
ness gone, 

They had mingled dew and fragrance till their very souls were 
one; 

The bud its love in perfume breathed, till its pure and starry 
guest 

Grew glowing as the life-hue of the lips it fondly pro»8cd. 

He dreamed away the hours with her, his gentle bride and fieiir, 
No thought filled his young spirit, but to dwell for ever there, 
While ever bending wakefully, the bud a fond watch kept, 
For fear the envious zephyrs might steal him as he slept. 

But forth from out his tent of clouds in burnished armour 

bright, 
The conquering sun came proudly in the glory of his might. 
And, like some grand enchanter, resumed his wand of power, 
And shed the splendour of his smile on lakes, and tree and 

flower. 

Then, peering through the shadowy leaves, the rain-drop mark- 
ed on high, 
A many-hued triumphal arch span all the eastern sky— 
fie saw his glittering comrades all wing their joyous flight, 
And stand — a glorious brotherhood — to form that bow ot light I 

Aspiring thoughts his spirit thrilled — " Oh, let mc join them, 

love! 
Ill set thy beauty's impress on yon brigl^jt arch above, 
And, as a world's admiring gaze is raised to iris fair, 
'T'will deem my own dear rosebud's tint the loveliest colour 

there 1" 

The gentle bud released her clasp— swift as a thought he flew. 
And brightly *mid that glorious band he soon was glowing too — 
All quivering with delight to feel that she, his rosebud bride, 
Was gazing, with a swelling heart, on this, this hour of pride I 

But the shadowy, night came down at last— the glittering bow 

was gone. 
One little hour of triumph was all the drop had won : 
He bed lost the warm- and tender glow, his distant bud-love's 

* hue, 

L And he sought her sadly sorrowing.— a tear-dimmed star of dei^ . 
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THE DKEAM. 

Last night, my love, I dreamed of theo— 

Yet 'twas no dream elysian ; 
Draw closer to Qiy breast, dear Blanche, 

The while I tell the vision : 
Methought that I httd left thee long, 

And, home in haste returning — 
My heart, lip, cheek, with love and joy 

And wild impatience burning— 

I called thee through the silent house : 

But here, at last, I found thee. 
Where, deathly still and ghostly white, 

The curtains fell around thee. 
Dead — dead thou wert !— cold lay that form, 

In rarest beauty moulded. 
And meekly o'er thy still, white breast 

The snowy hands were folded. 

Methought thy couch was fitly strewn 

With many a fragrant blossom ; 
Fresh violets thy fingers clasped, 

And rosebuds decked thy bosom ; 
But thine eyes, so like young violets, 

Might smile upon me never, 
And the rose-bloom from thy cheek and lip 

Had fled away for ever! 

I raised thee lovingly — thy head 

Against my bosom leaning. 
And called thy name, and spoke to thee 

In words of tenderest meaning. 
I sought to warm thee at my breast ^ 

My arms close round thee flinging : 
To breathe my life into thy lips, 

With kisses fcmd and clinging. 

Oh, hour of fearful agony I 

In vain my phrenzied pleading; 
Thy dear voice hushed, thy kind eye closed. 

My lonely grief unheeding I 
Pale wert thou as the lily-buds . . 

Twined 'mid thy raven tresses, 
And cold thy lip and still thy heazt 

To all my wildciiresses! 
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I woke, amid the autumn night, 

To hear the rain descending, 
And roar of waves and howl of winds 

In stormy concert blending. 
But, oh I my waking joy was mom. 

From heaven's own portals flowing, 
And the summer of thy living love 

Was round about me glowing I 

I woke— ah, blessedness I to feel 

Thy white arms round me wreathing— 
To hear, amid the lonely night, 

Thy calm and gentle breathing I 
I bent above thy rest till mom. 

With many a whispered blessing— 
Soft, timid kisses on thy lips 

And the blue-veined eyelids pressing. 

While thus from Slumber's shadowy realm 

Thy truant soul recalling. 
Thou couldst not know whence sprang the tears 

Upon thy forehead falling. 
And oh, thine eyes I — sweet wonderment, 

When thou didst ope them slowly. 
To mark mine own bent on thy face 

In rapture deep and holy ! 
Taou couldst not know, till I had told 

That dream of fearful warning. 
How much of heaven was Id my words— 

** God bless thee, love— good morning!'* 
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THE HAUNTED HEART. 

Tis true he ever lingers at her side, 

But mark the waadering glances of his eye^ 
L lover near a fond and plighted bride. 

With less of love than sorrow in his sigh ! 
^d well it is for her, that gentle maid, 

Who loves too well, too fervantly, for fears 4 
he deems not her devotion is repaid 

With deep repinings o'er life's early years. 

or oft another's image fills his breast. 

E'en when he breathes to her love's tender vow; 
V^hile her soft hand within his own is prest, 

And timid blushes mantle her young brow, 
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Fond memory whispers of the dreamy past, 
Its hopes and joys, its agony and tears : 

In vain from ont his soul he strivtss to cast 
One shadowy form— the love of early years. 

Ne*er from his heart the vision fades away: 

Amid the crowd, in silence, and. alone. 
The stars by nigbt, the dear blue sky by day,. 

Bring to his mind the happiness now flown; 
A tone of song, the warbling of the birds, 

The simplest thing that memory endears^ 
Can still recall the form, the voice, the words, ^ 

Of her, the best beloved of early years. 

He dares not seek the spot where first they met, . 

Too dangerous for his only hope of rest — 
His strong but fruitless effort to forget 

Those scenes that wake deep sorrow in his breast; 
And yet the quiet beauty of the grove 

All plainly to his restless mind appears, 
Where, as the sun declined, he loved to rove 

With her, the first fond dream of early years. 

He sees the stream beside whose brink they s^ra^^edi 

Engrossed in converse sweet of coming hours. 
And watched the rippling currents as they played,.. 

In ebb and flow, upon the banks of flowers : 
And the old willow, 'neath whose spreading shade 

She owned her. love— again her voice he hears, 
He starts — alas! the vision only fades 

To leave regretful pangs for early years. 

It was his idle vanity that changed 

The pure, deep feelings of her trusting heart, . 
Whose faithful love not even in thought had ranged^ . 

But worshipped Mm, from all the world apart : 
I^ow cold and altered is her beaming eye. 

And no fond hope his aching bosom cheers, . 
That she will shed one tear and' breathe one si^h^. 

For him she loved so well in early years. 

He feels she scorns him with a bitter scorn r. 

He questions not the justice of his fate, 
For long had she his selfish caprice borne, 

And wounded pride first taught her how to hata 
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5© ^\)^>^^t; away a heart's deep love, 
»^^ ^ ^^V^*^ affection disappears, 
at ^^^6 >^?^oachfal thirobs your soul may moTO 
j^A^e ^ ^o loYes to mourn life's early years ! 

^^ LAST CHANT OF CORINNE. 

-jj-t t"bft^ ^aterious sympathy which chaineth 
Yot ® .v^^re my spirit unto thine ; 
AJ^d. M ^ luemory, that alone remainetlv 
Ot ^.^6et hope that now no more is mine; 
^nd oy Y^Q love my trembling heart betrayeth, 

Tha*» "Orn of thy soft gaze within me lies ; 
Ab tho lone desert-bird, the Arab sayeth, 

"Warms her young brood to life with her fond eyes : 

Hear me, adored one I though the world divide ua, 
Though neyer more my hand in thine be pressed, 
Tbougl) to commingle thought he here denied us. 

Till our high hearts shall beat themselves to rest : 
forget me not-, forget me not I oh, ever 

This one, one prayer, my spirit pours to thee ; 
Till every memory from earth shall sever^ 
Hemember, oh, beloved I remember me I 

And when the light within mine eye is shaded, 

When I, overwearied, sleep the sleep profound. 
And like that nymph of yore who drooped and faded, 

And pined for love, till she became a sound ; 
3Iy song, perchance, awhile to earth remaining. 

Shall come in murmured melody to thee : 
Then let thy lyre's deep, passionate complaining. 

Cry to thy heart, beloved — " Remember me !" 
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The reign of Fancy, when the sliding hours 

Are past with lovely nymphs in woven bowers, 

Where cooly shades, and lawns for ever green. 

And streams, and warbling birds, adorn the scene ; 

Wliere smiles and graces, and the wanton train 

Of Cythereo, crown the flowery plain, 

What can their charms in equal numbers tell — 

The g:low of roses, and the lily pale ; 

The waving ringlets and the flowing hair 

The snowy bosum, and the killing air; \ 



Their sable brows in. beauteous ai'ches t 

The darts which firom their vivid eyes t 

And, fixing in our easy- wounded hearti 

Can never be removed by arts. 

'Tis then with love, and love alone pose 

Our reason fled, .that passion claims oui 

How many evils then will fancy form ; 

A frown will gather, and< discharge a at 

Her smile more soft and cooling breeze 

Than zephyrs ianning with their silkei 

But love, where madxvess reason doee si 

E'en angels, were they here, might we 

liOvely the sex, and moving are their c. 

But why should passion sink us to thei 

Why should the female to a goddess in 

And flames of love to flames of incense 

Either by fancy fired or fed by lies, 

Be all distraction, or all artifice? 

True love does flattery as much disdaii 

As, of its own perfections, to be vain. 

The heart can feel whatever the lips re' 

Nor syren's^niiles the destined death < 

Love is a noble and a generous fire ; 

Esteem and virtue feed the just desin 

Where honour leculs the way it ever m 

And ne'er from breast to breast, inconi 

Harbour' d by one, and only harbour'c 

It likes, but ne^'er ean love, another fa 

Fix'd upon one supreme, and her alon 

Our heart is, of the fair, the constant 1 

. Nor will her absence, or her cold neglc 

At once, expel herfrom our just respe* 

Infiam'd by virtue, love will not expin 

Unless contempt or hatred quench the 
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MARY WILL SMIL] 

The mom was fresh and pure the g 

When Makt, from her cot a rove 
Pluck'd many a wild rose of the vah 

To bind the temples of her lover. 
As near his little farm she stray'd, 

Where birds of love were ever pai 
She saw her William in the shade 

The ttrmE oini\]bL\aBa ^irar t^paris 
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Oh, there is one, on whose sweet face I ponder, 

One angel-being mid the beauteous band, 
Who, in the evening's hush comes out to wander 

Amid the dark-eyed daughters of the land! 
. Her step is lightest where each light foot presses, 

Her song is sweetest mid their songs of glee. 
Smiles light her lips, and rosebuds, mid her tresses, 

Look lightly up their dark redundan«y. 

Youth, wealth, and fame, are mine : all, tbat entrai 

The youthful heart, on me their charms confer ; 
Sweet lips smile on me too, and melting glances 

Flash up to mine, but not a glance from her I 
Oh, I woiUd give youth, beauty, fame, and splendoi 

My all of bliss, my every hope resign, 
To wake in that young heart one feeling tender — 

To clasp that little hand, and call it mine I 

In this sweet solitude the sunny weather 

Hath called to life light shapes and fairy-elves, 
The rosebuds lay their crimson lips together. 

And the green leaves are whispering to themselv( 
The clear, faint starlight on the blue wave flushes. 

And, filled with odours sweet, the south wind bio 
The purple clusters load the lilac-bushes, 

And fragrant blossoms fringe the apple -boughs. 

Yet, I am sick with love and melancholy, 

My locks are heavy with the drooping dew. 
Low murmurs haunt me— murmurs soft and holy. 

And oh, my lips keep murmuring, murmuring to 
I hate the beauty of these calm, sweet bowers. 

The bird's wild music, and the fountain's fall; 
Oh, I am sick in this lone land of flowers. 

My soul is weary — weary of them aUI 

Yet had I that sweet face, on which 1 ponder. 

To bloom for me within this Eden •home. 
That lip to sweetly murmur when I wander. 

That cheek to softly dimple when I come 

How sweet would glide my days in these lone bowc 

Far from the world and all its heartless throngs. 
Her fairy feet sho^ild only tread <m flowers, 

rd make her home melodious with musoi] 
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Ah Ene mxch blis^dhl hopes odc& filied my bo^omf 

And dreams of ftuue cotJd thfin my heart enthnai. 
And joy and bliRs around mo Af^emod tc LloEtsom ; 

But oh, the^ bHaaful hopu^ at^ bUghtod — oil I 
Ho amiling angel dacks the^e Ed^n-bawemf 

No epTingin^ footstep echoes mine in glee — 
Oh, I am wi^y in tliia hmd of flowers! 

I sigh— I sigh amid them all— ah me! 



WHO HAS ROBBED THE OCEAN CAVE? 

Who has robbed tlie o<^aa aive^ 

To tinjg'o thy lip^ with coral hue 
Who from India's dijitant wavej 

For thte thoj^e pBj*r)y treasurer drew ? 
Whoj irum yonder orient aky, 
Stole the morning of thine eye ? 

Thousand charms thy form to deck, 

From sea, and earth, and air are tom^ 
Roses bloom upon thy clu?tik, 

On thy breiith th«lr fragrance homo: 
Oujinl thy bw^j^om from the day, 
Lest thy snows should melt away:. 

But one charm remains behind, 

Which mute etn tk ctJuLd ne'er impart i 
"Not in ocean wilt thun tind^ 
^ Nor in the circling air, a heart : 
Fairest, woiddst thou perfect be. 
Take, oh take that heart from me. 



THE FALSE MAIDEN. 

Ok, wert thou hail'd the sole queen 

Of all that greets the diiy-star'it vipw, 
And brighter were ihy bonuty's sheen 
Than ever form that fancy drew, 
Yet I would never love thee — 
No, no, I would not love thee! 
Nor ever sigh or tear of mine 
Should idly strive to move theo. 



310 LOVE POEMS. 

As brightly rolls thy dark eye, 

And curling falls thy glossy hair, 
As soft thy warm cheek's crimson dye 
Thy swelling bosom still as fair, 
As when I first did love thee, 
Most tenderly did love thee ; 
But no more my passion lives 
Since false as fair I prove thee. 

For ah I thy flinty cold heart 

111 suits thy beauty's treacherous glovr^ 
'Tis filled alone with woman's art, 
And ne'er could love or pity know. 
Ah, woe to him who loves thee ;— 
Not knowing thee he loves thee ; 
For thou canst trifle with his woes, 
While passion never moves thee. 

With what fond love I wooed thee. 

Each sleepless night sad witness bears, 
My breast that heaved with sighs for thee^ 
My wan cheek wet with bitter tears. 
Ail told how much I loved thee, 
And thou didst know I loved thee. 
And thou couldst smile to see the paia 
Of him. who dearly loved thee. 

But broken is the fond spell : 

My fate no more depends on thee; 
And then, perhaps, one day shall tell 
Thy sorrow and remorse for me ; 
For none can ever love the© 
As dearly as I loved thee, 
And X shall court thy chains no more,— 
No! no ! I will not love thee. 



COUNT JULIO. 

Mid piles beneath whose fretted cornices 
Echo still babbles of a glorious past. 
Dwelt Julio, the miser. Nobly bom, 
Beared amid palaces, and trained from yonth 
To the gay vices of a liberal age. 
How came it now, that year on year sped on 
To leaTB the proud ooimt in his silent halUi, 
"" " the fsoiiioiinft Wished P 
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Young and fair, 
The batightiest noble of the Romaa conxti 
The stateliest of the high-bom throng that graced 
Its princely reveU, he had left the feast, 
Biddiag the bright wine that he quaff&d'in:partinj^, 
Be to him thence accursed. Never more 
Checked he his courser by the Tiber's bank, 
^or stroek the sweet chords of his lute, nor trod' 
Olad measures with the bright-lipped Roman- dames ; 
And from the lintels of his banquet-hall 
The spider balanced on its gossamer thread, 
I>a8t heaped the silken couches, and where swept 
Oolden-fringed curtains to the chequered floor. 
The rat gnawed silentJy, and gray moths fed* 
On the rich produce of the Asian loom. 
Men shunned his threshold, and bis palace doers 
Creaked on their rusty hinges. Prince and pcasjnit 
Alike turned coldly at his coming step; 
The very beggar, that at noontide lay 
Basking 'neath sunlight in the quiet street, 
Stretched not his hand forth as the miser passed. 

He cared not for their scorn. Man's breath to him 
Was like the wind that sweeps the scathed oak 
And finds no leaf to flutter I Fate had left 
Only two things on earth for him to love — 
The g^old he heaped, and the fair, motherless child 
"Who by his side grew up to womanhood : 
And these he worshipped, loathing all things else. 
Bianca's head was pillowed upon down ; 
His fare was scanty and his raiment coarse. 
But she was clad like princes, and her board 
Heaped with the costliest viands. From the world 
He shrank abhorrent, but Bianca shone 
Proudest and fairest in a brilliant court. 
Her youth had been most lonely. By his side 
To watch the piling of the golden heaps 
He told so greedily ; to play alone 
In gardens where no hand had put aside 
The flowers and weeds, that in one tangled woof 
HuBST o'er the fountain's dusty bed, and crept 
Bound the tall porticoes ; perchance to sit 
Hour after hour all silent at his feet, 
Tvining her small arms and her baby throat 
With the rare treasures that his caskeU held— 
Babies, and pearls, and flashing carcanets, 
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Her costly playthings— all companionless, 
These were her childish pastimes. Years wore on 
Till the close dawn of womanhood 
Flushed in her cheek and brightened in her eye — 
And the girl learned to know how fair the face 
Those dingy walls had cloistered from the sun ; 
To bear her head more proudly, and to step, 
If not so lightly, with a gracelier tread, 
Love-songs were framed for her ; her midnight re.< 
"Was broken by the sound of silver lutes, 
And the young gallants caracoled their steeds 
Gaily at eve beneath her balcony. 

She went forth to the world, and careless lips 
Told her the shame that was her heritage, 
And scornful fingers pointed as she passed 
To the rare jewels and the broidered robes 
That deck'd the miser's daughter ; envious tonguu 
Gilded auew the half- forgotten tale, 
And it became the marvel of all Rome : 
Thus, till the diadem of gems and gold 
Burned on her white brow like a circling flalne, 
And she went writhing home, to weep — to loath o 
The sordid parent who had brought this blight 
Upon the joyous promise of her youth I 

It was the still noon of a summer night, 
When the young countess from her father's roof 
Fled— with a noble of the Roman court. 
Mom came, and through the empty corridors, 
The balconies, the gardens, the wide halls. 
In vain they sought her. Noon passed by, and thi 
The truth was guessed, not spoken I Silently 
Count Julio trod the marble staircases. 
And pausing b> the door that once was hers, 
Stood a brief moment, and then, pressing on, 
Stepped through the quiet chamber. All wasi still. 
Bearing no traces of the recent flight. 
Here lay a slipper, there a silken robe. 
And here a lute thrown down, with a white glovo 
Flung carelessly beside it. Still the air 
Breathed of the delicate perfumes she had loved. 

He glanced but once around the empty roooo. 
Then from the mirrored and silk-draperied walls 
Cast his eye downward o*er his shrunken form. 
His meagre garments. Few the words he spake, 
And muttered Vow *. but in them came a onne, 



LOTT? rorM*. 



313 



So blasphemous, so hideoas in its depth 
Of impotent ra^e, that they who at his side 
Yet stood in lingering pity, with blanched lips 
Turned to the threshold, and crept shuddering forth. 

He breathed his sorrow to no human ear, 
Bat left it channelled in his heart, to breed 
Corruption there. None knew how wearily 
The hours passed on beneath those lonely walls ; 
None saw him, when by midnight still a watcher 
He brooked o'er his anguish pale and faint, 
Starting and trembling, as inconstantly 
The night winds swayed the curtains to and fro, 
Fancying the rustle of her silken robe, 
Her footstep on the staircase I Time sped on 
To strike the dulled bloom from his cheek, and sore 
The soul that once had queened it on his brow. 
A bent and wan old man, upon whose breast 
Hung the neglected masses of his beard — 
With tremulous hands, habitually clinched 
Till the sharp nails wore furrows in the palms— 
Thus stole he forth at even, and with eyes 
Lost in the golden future of his dreams, 
Passed through the busy crowds unmarked, uuhccuin^. 

Once had he looked upon Bianca's face — 
Once, had she knelt before him with her child 
Gasping upon her breast, and prayed for succour. 
The unwept victim of a drunken brawl, 
Her lord had fallen, and the palace walls 
That owned her mistress were deserted now. 
She had braved fear and hunger, till her babe 
Wailed dying on her bosom, and so urged — 
Pride, shame, forgotten in a mother's love — 
Clung to his knees for pardon. But in vain : 
He cursed her as she knelt— bttde her go fort^h. 
And mid the loathsome suppliants that unveil 
Disease and suffering to the eye of wealth, 
Bare, too, her anguish to the glance of Pity; 
Then, as she lingered, spumed her from his feet 
With words that chilled her agony to dread, 
And drove her thence in horror 1 

From that day 
His very blood seemed charged with bitternebii. 
Miser and usurer both, upon the wrecks 
Of others' happiness he built his own ; 
HiB name became accursed in the land, 
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And with his withering sonl his hody grevr 
Scaroe human in its ghastly hideonsnehs. 

The bulh enshrouds the lily ; and within 
The most unsightly form may folded lie 
The white wings of an angel. But in him 
Seemed all the sweet humanities of life 
Coldly enchamelled ; and no hand divine 
Rolled from his breast the weary weight of »in^. 
To bid them go forth unto suffering man* 
Like gracious ministers. 

And she, alas ! 
"Whom he had madly driven forth to ruin — 
Earth had no words to tell hew dark the change* 
That clothed her fallen spirit. O'er the waste 
Of want and horror that engulfed her fortunes, 
She had sent forth the white dove, Purity, 
And it returned no moro. The Roman darner 
Took not her name upon their scornful lips. 
Her form became a model for the artist ; 
And her rare face went down to future agesy 
Limned on his canvas. Ye may mark it yet, 
In the long galleries of the Vatican, 
Varied but still the same : now robed in pride,- 
As monarohs in their garbs of Syrian purple ; 
Now with a Magdalen's blue mantle drawn 
Over the bending forehead. As the marble 
Sleeps in unsullied whiteness on the tomb. 
Taking no taint from the foul thing it covers, 
Her beauty bore no blight from guilt, but lived* 
A monument that made her name immortal. 

Night had uprisen, clothed with- storms and gloom ;^ 
No taper lit the solitary hall, 
And to and fro, with feeble steps, its lord 
Paced through the darkness. Midnight came, and ther 
Paused beside the groaning door, that weighed 
Its rusty hinge, Count Julio, crouching, peered 
Into the gloom without ; for stealthy feet, 
"Whose echo struck upon his wary ear, 
Had passed the lower halls, and slowly now 
Trod the great staircase. 

'Twas no robber's step : 
Faint, slow, and halting, ever and anon, 
As though in weariness. His sharpened senso 
Caught, mid the fitful pauses of the wind, 
"^Jie headlong dashing of the driven rain, 
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wreathing— nay, of sobs — 
as suddenly suppressed. 
>od ; and as the storm's red bolt 
windows, lighting as it passed, 
: cowered at the flash, 
he chamber, and once more 

Nearer came the sound : 
the threshold, and threw back 
vy mantle. Then again 
:htning, and Count Julio know, 
at swept her garments' horn, 

.0 through that night of fear 
3rm and terror till the dawn, 
ries even to the tomb : 
is seemed mingled with the wind ; 
airing fiends, prevailed 
ng. Mom awoke at last ; 
}t gleam Count Julio crept 
lace gardens. Swollen drops 
ved roofs of the porticoes ; 
d them from the earth-bowed kavci>, 
es of the matted grass ; 
lay broke gloriously, 
jitain to the sunlight leaped, 
its weedy bed,, 
al. With hand outstretched 
•w shell, now brimming o'er; 
that round her arm had crept,, 
and in the chalice dipped 
Thither turned his eye 
sing of the mom 

atue, and kept brightening do'Nm, 
se. Mantled and prone, 
y seemed a human fbrm, 
idow, and with tottering feet 
id onward. Motionless, 
I footsteps : nearer still — 
face, upward turned, clenched hands 
that swept its ghastly brow ! 
syes from the blinding sun, 
ling horror to the earth, 
hen bending softly down, 
•ed voice— "Hist, hist, Bianc&l" 
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Oh, mockery I Her ear that he ha^ filled 
With curses, woke not to the tones of love ; 
The breast that he had spumed from him, heaved not 
At his wild anguish. Death had done its work : 
The tempest had been merciless as the parent 
That drove her forth to meet it ; and the flash. 
Of its red eye more withering than his scorn ! 
Shunned, both in penitence and guilt ; forsaken 
By those who only prized her for the beauty 
Time and porchance remorse had touch'd with blight ; 
Drenched with the rain, all breathless with the storm ; 
Homeless and hopeless — she had crept to him 
Once more a suppliant : spumed rudely forth, 
Here had laid down despairing, and so perished. 



ROSALIE. 

O, FOUR upon my soul again 

That sad unearthly strain, 
That seems from other words too plain ; 
Thus falling, falling from afar, 
As if some melancholy star 
Had mingled with her light her si^hs, 

And dropped them from the skies. 
No— never came from aught below 

This melody of woe. 
That makes my heart to overflow 
As from a thousand gushing springs 
Unknown before ; that with it brings 
This nameless light— if light it be — 

That veils the world I see. 
For all I see around me wears 

The hue of other spheres ; 
And something blent of smiles and t jura 
Comes from the very air I breathe. 
O, nothing, sure, the stars beneath, 
Can mould a sadness like to this— 

So like angelic bliss. 
So, at that dreamy hour of day, 

When the last lingering ray 
Stops on the brightest cloud to play^ 
So thought gentle Rosalib 
As on her maiden revery 
First fell the strain of him who stolo 

In nvofiic to 'h.ex aQn3\« 
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THE OLD MAID. 

Why sits she thus in silont solitude ? her heart 

Seems melting in her eyes* delicious blue — 
And as it heaves, her ripe lips lie apart 

As if to let its heavy throbbings through ; 
In her dark eye a depth of softness swells, 

Deeper than that her careless girlhood wore ; 
And her cheek crimsons with the hue that tells 

The rich, fair fruit is ripened to the core. 

It is her thirtieth birthday! with a sigh 

Her soul hath tum'd from youth's luxuriant bowers, 
And her heart taken up the last sweet tie 

That measured out its links of golden hours I 
She feels her inmost soul within her stir 

With thoughts too wild and passionate to speak ; 
Yet her full heart— its own interpreter — 
Translates itself in silence on her clioek. 

Joy's opening buds, affection's flowers. 

Once lightly sprang within her beaming ti*ack ; 
Oh, life was beautiful in those lost hours, 

And yet she does not wish to wander back ! 
No I she but loves in loneliness to think 

On pleasures past, though never more to be : 
Hope links her to the future— but the link 

That binds her to the past is memory! 

From her lone path she never turns aside. 

Though passionate worshippers before her fall ; 
Like some pure planet in her lonely pride. 

She seems to soar and beam above them all I 
Not that her heart is cold !— emotions new 

And fresh as flowers are with her beartstrings knit : 
And sweetly mournful pleasures wander through 

Her vigin soul, and softly ruflle it. 

For she hath lived with heart and soul alive 

To all that makes life beautiful and fair ; 
Sweet Thoughts, like honey-bees have made their hive 
Of her soft bosom -cell, and cluster there ; 
• Yet life is not to her what it hath been : 

Her soul hath learned to look beyond its gloss — 
And now she hovers like a star between 

&er deeds of love— her Saviour on the cross ! 
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Beneath the cares of earth she does not bow. 

Though she hath oftiines drained its bitter cvLp, 
Bat ever wanders onward with heavenward brow, 

And eyes whose lovely lids are lifted up! 
She feels that in that lovelier, happier sphere, 

Her bosom yet will, bird-like, find its mate, 
And all the joys it foimd so blissful here 

Within that spirit-realm perpetuate. 

Yet, sometimes o'er her trembling heartstrings thrill 

Soft sighs, for raptures it hath ne'er enjoyed — 
And then she dreams of love, and strives to fill 

With wild and passionate thoughts the craving vo 
And thus she wanders on— half sad, half blest — 

Without a mate for the pure, lonely heart, 
That, yearning, throbs within her virgin breast. 

Never to find its lonely counterpart I 



A CASTLE IN THE AIR. 

I'll tell you, friend, what sort of wife, 
Whene'er I scan this scene of life. 

Inspires my waking schemes, 
And when I sleep, with form so ligh^ 

In sweet aerial dreams. 

The rose its blushes need not lend. 
Nor yet the lily with them blend. 

To captivate my eyes. 
<Give me a cheek the heart obey^, 
And, sweetly mutable, displays 

Its feelings as they rise. 

Features, where, pensive, more tlta& gay, 
■Save when a rising smile ddth pli^t 

The sober thought you. see; 
Eyes that all soft and tender seem. 
And kind affections round them beam, 

But most of all on me. 

A form, though not of finest mould, 
Where yet a something you behold 

Unconsciously doth please ; 
Manners all graceful without art. 
That to each look and word impart 

A modesty and ease. 
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Bat still her air, her face, each charm 
Must speak a heart with feehng, 

And nund inform the whole ; 
With mind her mantling cheek ranst glovj. 
Her voice, her beaming eye must show 

An all-inspiring soul. 

Ah! oould J suchiA being find, 
And were her fate to mine but join'd 

By H3rmen'8 silken tie. 
To her myself, my all I'd give, 
For her alone delighted hve, 

JPor her consent to die. 

"Whene'er by anxious care oppressed, 
On the soft pillow of her breast 

My aching head I'd lay; 
At her sweet smile each care should cease, 
Her kiss infuse a balmy peace, 

And drive my griefs away. 

Li'tom, I'd soften all her care^ 

Each thought, each wish, each feeling share.; 

Should sickness e'er invade, 
My voice should soothe each rising sigh, 
My hand the cordial should supply.; 

I'd watch beside.her bod. 

Should gathering clouds our sky deform, 
My arms should shield her from the storm.; 

And, where its fiiry hurl'd. 
My bosom to its bolts I'd bare; 
In her defence undaunted dare 

Defy opposing world. 

Together should our prayers ascend; 
Together would we humbly bend. 

To praise the Almighty name ; 
And when I saw her kindling eye 
Beam upwards in her native sky. 

My soul should catch the flame. 

Thus nothing should our hearts divide, 
But on our years serenely glide. 

And all to love be given ; 
And, when life's little scene was o'er, 
We'd part to meet and part no more, 

But live and love in heaven. 
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CONFIDING LOVE. 

What bliss for her who lives her little day, 

In blest obedience, like to those divine, 
Who to her loved, her earthly friend can say, 

" God is thy law, most just, anji thou art mine." 
To every blast she bends in beauty meek : 

Let the storm beat— his arms her shelter kind — 
And feels no need to blanch her rosy cheek 

With thoughts befitting his superior mind. 
Who only sorrows when she sees him paincdf 

Then knows to pluck away Pain's keenest dart ; 
Or bid Love catch it ere its goal be gained. 

And steal its venom ere it reach his heart. 
'Tis the soul's food : the fervid must adore.— 

For this the heathen, unsufficed with thought, 
Moulds him an idol of the glittering ore. 

And shrines his smiling goddess, marble wrought ; 
What bliss for her, even in this world of woo. 

Oh, Sire ! who makes yon obstrcwn arch thy throne ; 
That sees thee in thy noblest work below 

Shine undefaced, adored, and all her own* 
This I had hoped ; but hope, too dear, too great. 

Go to thy grave ! — I feel thee blasted, now. 
Give me Fate's sovereign, well to bear the fate 

Thy pleasure sends ; this, my sole prayer, allow ! 



EARLY LOVE* 

The fond caress of beauty, O, that glowl 
The first warm, glow that mantles round the heart 

Of boyhood ; when all new — the first dear vow 
He ever breathed — the tear-drops that first start. 

Pure from the unpractised eye— the overflow 
Of waken'd passions, that but now impart 

A hope, a wish, a feeling yet unfelt. 

That mould to madness, or in mildness melt. 

Ah ! Where's the youth whose stoie heart ne'er knew 
The fires of joy, that burst through every vein. 

That bum for ever bright, for ever new,. 
As passion rises o'er and o'er again ? 

That, like the phoen(x, die but to renew — 
Beat in the heart, and throb upon the brails-* 
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Self-kindling, quenchless as the eternal flame 
That sports in Etna's base. But I'm to blame 

Ignobly thns to yield to- raptures past ; 

To call my buried feelings from their shrouds^ 
O'er which the deep funereal pall was cast— 

Like brightest skies entombed in darkest douds; 
No matter these the latest and the last 

That rise, like spectres of the post, in. crowds; 
The ebullitions of a heart not lost, 
But weary, wandering, worn, and tempest-toss* d. 

'Tis vain, and worse than vain, to think on jpys 
Which, like the hour that's gone, return no more ; 

Bubbles of folly, blown by wanton boys — 
Billows that swell, to burst upon the shore — 

Playthings of passion manhood's gilded toys,. 
(Deceitful as the shell that seems to roam, 

But proves the mimic mockery of the surge :) 

They sink in sorrow's seti, and ne'er emerge. 



MY FIRST LOVE, AND MY LAST. 

Ca.tha.ba, when the many silent tuars 

Of beauty, bending o'er thy bed, 
Bespoke the change familiar to our fears, 

I could not think thy spirit yet had fled— 
So like to life the slumber death had cast 
On thy sweet face, my tint love and my last. 

I watch'd to se* those lids their light unfold. 
For still thy forehead rose serene and fair, 
Ab when those raven ringlets richly roU'd 

O'er life, which dwelt in thought and beauty there, 
Thy cheek the while was rosy with the theme 
^That fluflh'd along the i^irit's mystic dream. 

Thy lipe were oCroled with that alent smile 
Which oft around their dewy freshness woke, 

When some more happy thought or harmless wile 
Upon thy warm and wandering fancy broke : 

For thou wert Nature's child, and took the tone 

Of every pulse, as if it were thine own. 
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1 watch'd and still believed tliat thou wouldst wake, 
When others came to^lace thee in the shroud : 

1 thought to see this seeming slumber break, 
As I have seen a light transparent cloud 

Disperse, which o!er a star's sweet face had thrown 

A shadow like to that which veil'd thine own. 

But, no : there was no token, look, or breath : 
The tears of those around, the tolling bell 

And hearse told us at last that this was death! 
I know not if I breathed a last farewell ; 

But since that day my sweetest hours have pas8*d 

In thought of thee^ my first love and my last. 



i. 



I NEVER HAVE BEEN FALSE TO TH 

I IT EVER have been false to thee I 

The heart I gave thee still is thine ; 
Though thou hast hee/a untrue to me. 

And I no more may call thee mine I 
I've loved as woman ever loves, 

With constant soul in good or ill ; 
Thou'st proved, as man too often {>rovc8, 

A rover— but I love thee still ! 

Yet think not that my spirit stoops 

To bind thee captive in my train I 
Love's not a flower, at- sunset droops, 

But smiles when comes her god again! 
Thy words, which fall unheeded now, 

Could once my heart-strings madly thrill! 
Love's golden chain and burning vow 

Are broken— but I love thee still ! 

Once what a heaven of bliss was ours, 

When love dispelled the clouds of care. 
And time went by with birds and flowero. 

While song and incense filled the air ! ' 
The past is mine— the present thine — 

Should thoughts of me thy ftiture fill. 
Think what a destiny is mine. 

To loM^but love thee, false one, stilU 
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THE VILLAGE FESTIVAL. 

MoTTNT slowly, sun I and may our journey lie 
Awhile within the shadow of this hill, 
This friendly hill a shelter from thy beams ! 
Such is the summer pilgrim's frequent wish.; 
And as that wish, with prevalence of thanks 
For present good o'er fear of fature ill, 
Stole in among the morning's blither thoughts, 
'Twas chased away: for, toward the western side 
Of the broad Tale, casting a casual glance. 
We saw a throng of people ; — wherefore met? 
Blithe notes of music, suddenly let loose 
On the thrilled ear, did to the question yield 
Prompt answer ; they proclaim the annual Wake, 
Which the bright season favours. — Tabor and pipe 
In purpose join to hasten and reprove 
The laggard Rustic ; and repay with boons 
Of merriment a party-coloured knot. 
Already formed upon the village-green. 
— Beyond the limits of the shadow cast 
By the broad hill, glistened upon our sight 
That gay assemblage. Round them and above. 
Glitter, with dark recesses interposed. 
Casement, and cottage-roof, and stems of tmcs 
Half- veiled in vapoury cloud, the silver steaui 
Of dews fast melting on their leafy boughs 
By the sunbeams smitten. Like a mast 
Of gold, the Maypole shines ; as if the rays 
Of morning, aided by exhaling dew, 
With gladsome influence could reanimate 
The faded garlands dangling from its sides. 



WOMAN. 



Ah, woman I in this world of ours, 
What boon can be compared to theo ? 

How slow would drag life's weary Jiours, 

Though man's proud l>ow were bound with flowers, 
And his the wealth of land and sea, 

If destined to exist alone. 

And ne'er call wouiaxTs . heart Jiis own'l 
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My mother ! at that holy name 
Within my bosom there's a gush 

Of feeling, which, no time can tamo — 

A feeling, which, for years of fame, 
I would not, could not, crush ; 

And sisters I ye are dear as life ; 

But when I look upon my wife. 
My heart's blood gives a sudden gush, 

All my fond affections blend 

In mother, sister, wife, and friend. 

Yes, woman's love is free from guile, 

Aiid pure as bright Aurora's ray ; 
The heart will melt before her smile, 

And base-bom passion's fade away ; 
Were I the monarch of the earth, 

Or master of the swelling sea, 
I would not estimate their wordi. 

Dear woman I half the price of thee I 



THE IDEAL FOUND. 

I've met thee, whom I dared not hope to meet. 
Save in th' enchanted land of my day-dreams 

Yes, in this common world, this waking state. 
Thy living presence on my vision beams — 

Life's dream embodied in reality ! 

And in thine eyes I read indifference to me ! 

Yes, in those star-like eyes I read my fate, 
My horoscope is written in their gaze ; 

My " house of life," henceforth is desolate : 
But the dark aspect my firm heart surveys. 

Nor faints nor flatters even for my sake : 

'Tis calm and nerved and strong : no, no, it shall nc 

For I am of that mood that will defy — 
That does not cower before the gathering storm : 

That face to face will meet its destiny, 

And undismayed confront it^ darkest form^ 

Wild energies awaken in this strife. 

This conflict of the eoul with the grlni phantom Lifi 
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But ah I if thou hadst loved me — had I been 
All to thy dreams that to mine own thou art— 

Had those dark eyes beamed eloquent on mine, 
Pressed for one moment to that noble heart 

In the full consciousness of faith unspoken, 

Life could have given no more — then had my proud heart 
broken. 

The Alpine glacier from its height may mock 

The clouds and lightnings of the winter sky, 
And from the tempest and the thunder's shock 

Gkither new strength to lift its summit high.; 
But kissed by sunbeams of the summer day, 
It bows its icy crest and weeps itself away. 

Thou know'st the fable of the Grecian maid 
Wooed by the veiled immortal from the skies. 

How in his full perfections, once she prayed, 
That he would stand before her longing eyes, 

And how that brightness, too intense to bless, 

Consom'd her o'erwrought heart with its divine excess. 

To me there is a meaning in the tale. 

I have not prayed to meet thee : I <}an brook 
That thou shouldst wear to me that icy veil; 

I can give back thy cold and careless look : 
Yet shrined within my heart, still thou shalt seem 
What there thou ever wert, a beautiful, bright dream I 



"WHEN OTHER FRIENDS ARE ROUND THEE.' 

When other friends are round thee. 

And other hearts are thine. 
When other bays have orown'd thee. 

More fresh and green than mine. 
Then think how sad and lonely 

This doating heart will be. 
Which while it throbs, throbs only, 

Beloved one, for thee I 

Yet do not think I doubt theo, 

I know thy truth remains; 
I would not live without thee. 

For all the world contains. 
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Thou art the star that guidea me, 
Along life's changing sea ; 

And whate'er fate betides me, 
This, heart still tarns to thee.. 



THE. LADY OF LURLEI * 



A LEGEND OP THE BHIKE. 



'* SEBSTiihoa the lady on yonder steep, 

Whose crags beetle over the billowy deep ? 

Her robes of the sea-green waves are wove>. 

And her eyes are blue as the skies above : 

Her golden tresses, like sunlight, roam 

0*er a neck more pure than tiie wreathing foam. 

As her long white arms on the bfeezo she flings, 

And in sweet, low, silvery accents sings 

To the still, gray morning her. strange wild lay — 

Away, to ttie lady, good boatman, away I*' 

A film crept over the boatman's sight. 

And his arm grew weak, and his cheek g^ew white, 

As he saw the lady poised high in air, 

With her sea-green robes and her flowing hair! 

" Sir knight, 'twould peril our lives to ride, 

In the staunchest boat, o'er this surging tide, 

When yon wild lady at mom is seen 

On Lurlei's clif^ with her robes of green! 

Beware, ! for evil befalls the knight 

Who dares to wish for a nearer sight V* 

'* Go preach thy fears to the timid g^irl, 
Or the craven coward, thou trembling churl ! 
The knight who the shock of a hundred flelds 
Has borne, to no fancied danger yields: 
Then over the waves, with thy bounding skilly 
To the strange, bright lady of Lurlei's difif ; 
And take as thy guerdon, this golden chain — 
For me, none peril their lives in vain I" 

He took the chain, and he spake no more, 

But his strong arm shook, as he grasp'd the oar. 
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And gave his bark*to the rolling deep, 

To ferry the knight to the fatal steep ! ' 

The skies grew black, and the winds blew high. 

And ominous birds flew shrieking by, 

And roaring surges piled up the strand' 

With a terrible wail as they nearM the land; 

** Back, back I" the boatman with white lips cried, 

'* Nor dare thus madly this fearful tide T' 

But the brave knight turned with adauntless brow,^ 

And, boldly spuming the graceful prow, 

Plunged fearlessly over the light skiflTs side^. 

And eagerly breasted the foaming tide I ' 

Strange faces arose to his troubled eye,. 

As the whirling, waters swept wildly by — 

Fierce voices hissed in his failing ear, 

And his stout frame trembled, but not with fear,. 

For his breath he held and his arm he strained. 

Till the waves w;ere passed and the shore was gained. 

Then, swiftly scaling the steep ascent, 

Before the lady he breathless bent I 

He laid his head on her bosom fair, 

His fingers toyed with her golden hair — 

While ** Mine for ever," she wildly sung, 

As round him her long white arms she flung i 

'* Bold knight, come down to the sunless deep, 

Where peris warble and naiads sleep — 

Come down and dwell with the ocean-maid, 

Where the blight ne'er falls and the flowers ne*er fade I" 

She pressed her lips to his glowing cheek, 

She lured him along the dangerous peak — 

One moment they stood on the dizzy verge ~ 

The next, sank down 'neaththe sounding surge I 

The winds were hushed, and the waves were laid. 
And the insects small in the sunbeams played — 
The boat returned to the distant shore, 
But the knight and the lady were seen no more! 



SONG. 



I TBUST the frown thy features wear, 
£re long into a smile will turn ; 

I would not that a face so fair 

As thine, beloved, should look so stem. 
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The chain of ice that vrinter twines, 

Holds not for aye the sparkling rill, 
It melts away when summer shines, 

And leaves the waters sparkling still. 
Thus let thy cheek resume the smile 

That shed such sunny light before ; 
And though I left thee for a while, 

I'll swear to leave thee, love, no more. 

As he who, doomed o*er waves to roam, 

Or wander on a foreign strand, 
Will sigh whene'er he thinks of 'home. 

And better love his native land ; 
So I, though lured a time away. 

Like bees by varied sweets, to rove, 
Return, like bees, by close of day. 

And leave them ail for thee, my love. 
Then let thy cheek resimie the smile 

That shed such sunny light before ; 
And though I left thee for a while, 

I swear to leave thee, love, no moro. 



OH, THINK NOT THAT THE BOSOM'S LIGHT 

On think not that the bosom's light 

Must dimly shine, its fire be low. 
Because it doth not all invite 

To feel its warmth and share its glow. 
The altar's strong and steady bluza 

On all around may coldly shine. 
But only genial warmth conveys 

To those who gather near the shrino. 
The lamp within the festal hall 

Doth not more clear and brightly bura 
Than that, which shrouded by the pall, 

Lights but the cold funereal urn. 

The fire which lives through one brief hour. 

More sudden heat perchance reveals 
Than those whose tenfold strength and power 

Its own unmeasured depth conceals. 
Brightly the summer cloud may glide 

But bear no heat within its breast , 
Though all its gorgeous folds are dyed 

In the full glories of the west : 
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'Tis that which through the darken 'd sky, 
Surrounded by no radiance, sweeps — 

In which concealed from every eye, 
The wild and yivid lightning sleeps. 

Do the dull flint, the rigid steel, 

Which thou within thy hand mayst hold, 
Unto thy sight or touch reveal 

The hidden power which they enfold ? 
But take those cold, unyielding things, 

And beat their edges till you tire, 
And every atom forth that springs 

Is a bright spark of living fire : 
Each particle, so dull and cold 

Until the blow that woke it came, 
Did still within its slumber hold 

A power ^p wrap the world in flame. 

What is there, when thy sight is tum'd 

To the volcano's icy crest, 
By which the fire can be discem'd 

That rages in its silent breast; 
Which hidden deep, but quenchless still, 

Is at its work of sure decay. 
And will not cease to bum until 

It wears its giant heart away. 
The mountain side upholds in pride 

Its head amid the realms of snow, 
And gives its bosom depth to hide 

The burning mass which lies below. 

While thus in things of sense alone 

Such truths from sense lie still concer.rd, 
How can the living heart be known, 

Its secret, inmost depths oreveal'd P 
Oh, many an overburdened soul 

Has been at last to madness wrought, 
While proudly struggling to control 

Its burning and communing thought— 
When it had sought communion long. 

And had been doom'd in vain to seek 
For feelings far too deep and strong 

For heart to bear or tongue to speakl 
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THE WAKING OF THE HEART. 

** Pleasure sits ia the flower cups, and breathes itself out 
grauce.— JSac Ae^.." 

As the fabled stone into music woke 
When the morning sun o'er the marble broke,-. 
So wakes the heart from its stem repose; 
As o'er brow and bosom the spring wind blowj^. 
So it stirs and trembles as each low sigh 
Of the breezy south comes murmuring by — 
Murmuring by, like a voice of love, 
Wooing us forth amid flowers to rove. 
Breathing of meadow-paths thickly sown 
With pearls from the blossoming fruit trees blown^ 
And of banks that slope to the southern sky 
Where languid violets love to lie. 

No foliage droops o'er the woodpath now> 
No dark vines swinging from bouirh to bough ; 
But a trembling show of sUvery green 
Falls through the young leafs tender screen. 
Like the hue that borders the snowdrop's beU,-. 
Or lines the lid of an Indian shell ; 
And a fairy light, like the firefly's glow,. 
Flickers and fades on the grass below. 

There the pale Anemone lifts her &y&' 
To look at the clouds as they wander by. 
Or lurks in the shade of a palmy fern 
To gather fresh dews in her waxen urn. 
Where the moss lies thick on the brown eartVd hn 
The shy little Mayflower weaves her nest, 
But the south wind' sighs o'er the fragrant loam, 
And betrays the path to her woodland home» 

Already the green budding birchen spray - 
Winnows the balm from the breath of May, * 
And the aspen thrills to a lowj sweet tone. 
From the reedy bugle of Faunus blown. 

In the dark coppice the dwarf oak weaves* 
Her fringe-like blossoms and crimson leaves ;- 
The sallows their delicate buds unfold 
Into downy feathers be-dropped with gold ; 
While, thick as the stars in tiie midnight sky; 
In the dark, wet meadows the cowslips lie. 
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A love tint flushes the wind-flower's cheek, 
Rich melodies gush from the violet's heak, 
On the rifts of the rock the wild columbines grow, 
Their heavy honey-cups bending low — 
As a heart which vague, sweet thoughts oppress, 
Droops 'neath its burden of happiness. 

There the waters drip from their moss-rimmed wells. 
With a sound like the tinkling of silver bells, 
Or fall with a mellow and flute-like flow 
Through the channels and clefts of the rock below- 
Soft music gushes in every tone, 
And perfume in every breeze is blown ;. 
The flower in fragrance, the bird in song^ 
The glittering wave as it glides along^ 
All breathe the incense of boundless bliss,. 
The eloquent music of happines&r 

And the soul as- it sheds o'er the sunbrighthour 
The untold wealth of its mystic dower. 
Linked to all nature by chords of love. 
Lifted by faith to bright worlds above- 
How, with the passion of beauty fraught. 
Shall it utter its burden of blissful thought ! 
Tet sad would the spring-time of nature seem 
To the soul that wanders 'mid life's dark dream,. 
Its glory a meteor that sweeps the sky, 
A blossom that floats on the storm -wind by, . 
If it work no thought of that starry clime 
That lies on the desolate shores of Time, 
If it nurtured no delicate flowers to blow 
On the hills where the palm and the amaranth grow. 



LOVE UNCHANGEABLE. 

Yes ! still I love thee :— Time, who sets 

His signet on my brow. 
And dims my sunken eye, forgets 

The heart he could not bow j — 
"Where love, that cannot perish, grows? 
For one, alas! that little knows 

How love may sometimes last ;. 
Like sunshine wasting in the skics^ 

Wiien douds are overcast. 



^ 
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I've seeiif myselfi as 'twere together, 
Now joy, now grief assume its place. 

Shedding a sort of April weather, 
Sunshine and rain upon his face. 

His curling hair floats on the wind, 
like Fortune's, long and thick before, 
And rich and bright as golden ore : 

Like hers, his head is bald behind. 

His ruddy face is strangely bright, 

It is the very hue of fire. 
The inward spirit's quenchless light. 

The glow of many a soft desire. 
He hides his eye that keenly flashes, 

But sometimes steals a thrilling glance 
From 'neath bis drooping silken lashes, 

And sometimes looks with eye askance ; 
But seldom ventures he to gaze 

With looks direct and open eye^ 

For well he knows— the urchin sly — 
But one such look his guile betrays. 

His tongue, that seems to have left just then 
His m )ther's breast, discourses sweet. 

And forms his lisping infant strain 
In words scarce utter' d, half-complete ; 

Yet, wafted on a winged sigh. 
And led by Flattery, gentle guide. 

Unseen into the heart they fly. 

Its coldness melt,, and tame its pride 

In smiles that hide intended woe, 
His ruddy lips are always dress' d, 
As flowers conceal the listening crest 

Of the coil'd snake that birks below. 

In carriage courteous, meek,< and mild. 
Humble in speech, and soft in look, 

He seems a wandering orphan child, 
And asks a shelter in some nook 

Or comer left unoccupied : 
But once admitted as a gUest, 

By slow degrees he lays aside 
That lowly port and look distressed, 

Then insolent assumes his reign. 
Displays his captious, high-bred aira, 
His causeless pets and jealous fears, 

Hia fifiik!U fanfi-^f «svd unquiet brain. 
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LOVE. 

Go forth in life, oh, friend! not seeking love, 
A mendicant, that with imploring eye 
And outstretched hand asks of the passers-by 

The abns his strong necessities may move. 

For such poor love, to pity near allied. 
Thy generous spirit may not stoop and wait, 

A suppliant whose prayer may be denied 
Like a spumed beggar's at a palace-gate : 

But thy heart's afiQuence lavish uncontrolled — 
The largeness of thy love give full and free, 

As monarchs in their progress scatter gold : 
And 1)6 thy heart like the exhaustless sea, 

That must its wealth of cloud and dew bestow, 

Through tributary streams or ebb or flow. 



TO A LADY. 

LZS.B target for the arrow's -aim, 
Like snow beneath the sunny hcatt^, 

Like wax before the glowing flame, 
Like cloud before the wind that fleets, 

I am — 'tis love that made me so. 

And, lady,-«tillthou sayest me no. 

The wound's inflicted by thine eyes, 
The mortal wound to hope and me. 

Which nought, alas, can cicatrize, 
Nor time, nor absence, far from thee. 

Thou art the sun, the fire, the wind, 

That make me such ; ah, then'be kind ! 

My thoughts are darts, my soul to smite-; 

Thy charms the sun, to blind my senso, 
My wishes — ne'er did passion light 

A flame more pure or more intense. 
Xiove all these arms at once employs. 
And wounds, and dazzles, and destroys. 
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LINES TO A LADY. 

Lady, I love, at eventide, 

When stars, as now, are on the \ravo, 
To stray in loneliness and muse 

Upon the one dear form that gave 
Its sunlight to my boyhood ! oft 
That same sweet look sinks, still and soft, 
Upon my spirit, and appears 
As lovely as in by-gone years. 

Eve*s low, faint wind is breathing now. 
With deep and soul-like murmuring. 
Through the dark pines ; and thy sweet words 

Seem borne on its mysterious wing ;. 
And oft, mid musings sad and lone, 
At night's deep noon, that thrilling tone 
Swells in the wind, low, wild, and clear, 
Like music in the dreaming air. 

When sleep's calm wing is on nckv bro^r, 

And dreams of peace my spirit lull. 
Before me, like a mystic star. 

That form floats dim and beauiiful ; 
And, when the gentle moonbeams smile 
On the blue streams and dark- green isle, 
In every ray pour'd down the sky. 
That same light form seems stealing by. 

It is a blessed picture,, shrined 

In memory's urn, the wing of years- 
Can change it not, for there it glows, 

Undimm'd by "weaknesses and tears ^'* 
Deep-hidden in its still recess. 
It beams with love and holiness. 
O'er hours of being, dark and dull,. 
Till life seems almost beautiful. 

The vision cannut fade away ; 

*Tis in the stillness of my hearty. 
And o'er its brightness have I mused. 

In solitude : it is a part 
Of my existence ; a dear flower 
Breathed on by Heaven : mom's eariiGst ham^ 
That flower bedews, and its blue eye 
At eve still rests upon the sky.. 
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Adieu ! adieu ! My farewell words 

Are on my lyre, and -their wild flow 
Is faintly dying on the chords, 

Broken and tuneless. £ e it so I 
Thy name— O may it never swell 
My strain again — yet long 'twill dwell 
Shrined in my heart, unhreathed^ unspoken — 
A treasured word— a cherisli'd token. 



THE LAST INTERVIEW. 

Hebe, fai this lonely bower where first I won thee 
I come, beloved, beneath the moon's pale ray, 

To gaze once more through struggling tears upon 
And then to bear my broken heart away. 

I dare not linger near thee as a brother, 
I feel my burning heart would still be thine ; 

How could I hope my passionate thoughts to smo 

While yielding all the sweetness to another, 
That should be mine! 

But Fate hath willed it; the decree is -spoken; 

Now life may lengthen out its weary chain ; 
For, reft of thee, its loveliest links are broken ; 

May we but clasp them all in heaven again I 
Yes, thou wilt there be mine : in yon blue heaven 

There are sweet meetings of the pure and fond ; 
Oh! joys unspeakable to such are given, 
When the sweet ties of luve, that here ate. riven. 
Unite beyond. 

A glorious charm from heaven thou dost inherit; 

The gift of angels unto thee belongs ; 
Then breathe thy love in music, that thy spirit 

May whisper to^me thro' thine x)wn sweet song^ 
And though my coming life may soon resemble 

The desert spots through which my steps will fl« 
Though round thee then wild worshippers assembl 
My heart will triumph if thine own but tremble 
Still true to me. 

Yet, not when on our bower the light reposes 
In golden glory, wilt thou sigh for me — 

Not when the young bee sucks the crimson, rosoi^ 
And the far sunbeams tremble o'er the sea; 
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it when at tender eve the heart grows fonder, 
And the fall soul with pensive love is fraught, 
len with wet lids o'er thdse sweet paths thoult wander, 
id, thrilled with love, upon my memory ponder 
With tender thought. 

ad when at times thy birdlike voice entrances 
The listening throng with some enchanting lay, 
I am near thee, let thy heavenly glances 
One gentle message to my heart convey; 
%ak but this — a happier one has taken 
From my long life the charm that made it dear ; 
isk but this, and promise thee unshaken 
) meet that look of love : bat oh, 'twill waken 
Such raptures here I 

id now fiurewell I farewell ! I dare not lengthen 
These sweet, sad moments out ; to gaze on thee 
bliss indeed, yet it but serves to strengthen 
rhe love that now amounts to agony ; 
as is our last farewell, our last fond meeting ; 
The world is wide and we must dwell apart ; 
r spirit gives thee, now, its last wild greeting, 
ith lip to lip, while pulse to pulse is beating. 
And heart to heart. 

rewell 1 farewell I our dream of bliss is over^ 
\Jly save the memory of our plighted love ; 
aw must yield thee to thy happier lover, 
ret, oil remember, thou art mine above ! 
s a sweet thought, and, when by distance parted, 
Fwill lie upon our hearts a holy spell ; 
t the sad tears beneath thy lids have started, 
d I — alas! we both are broken-hearted- 
Dearest, farewell I 



TO A LADY. 

I THINK of thee when morning springs 
From sleep, with plumage bathed in do%7. 

And, like a young bird, lifts her wings 
Of gladness on the welkin blue. 

And when, at noon, the breath of love 
O'er flower and stream is wandering free, 

And sent in music from the ^ove, 
I think of thee— I think of thee. 
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I think of thee, when, soft and wide, 

The evening spreads her robes of light. 
And, like a young and timid bride, 

Sits blushing in the arms of night. 
And when the moon's sweet crescent springs 

In light o'er heaven's deep, waveless sea. 
And stars are forth, like blessed things, 

I think of thee — I think of thee. 

I think of thee ; — that eye of flame. 
Those tresses, falling bright and free. 

That brow, where "Beauty writes her name,** 
I think of thee--I think of thee. 




TO MY WIFE. 

Afab from thee! the morning breaks, 

But morning brings no joy to me ; 
Alas ! my spirit only wakes 

To know I am afar from thee. 
In dreams I saw thy blessed face, 

And thou wer*t nestled on my breast; 
In dreams I saw thy fond embrace. 

And to my own thy heart was press'd. 

Afar from thee I 'tis solitude I 

Though smiling crowds around me be, 
The kind, the beautiful, the good, 

For I can only think of thee ; 
Of thee, the kindest, loveliest, best. 

My earliest and my only one I 
"Without thee I am all unbless'd, 

And wholly bless'd with thee alone. 

Afar from thee! the words of praise 

My listless ear unheeded greet; 
What sweetest seem'd, in, better days, 

Without thee seems no longer sweeut* 
The dearest joy fame can bestow 

Is in thy moisten'd eye to see. 
And in thy cheek's unusual glow^ 

Thou deem'st me no^unwortiiy thoe.- 

Afar from thee ! the night is eome. 
But slumbers from my pillow flee-^ 

Oh, who can rest so far from home f 
J^jA my \ifi&x)u%'^cn&!b ^&) Vi^ witli^ ISbtm 
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I kneel me down in silent prayer, 
And then I know that thou art nigh : 

For God, who seeth ever3rwhere, 
Bends on us hoth his watchful eye. 



Together, in his loved embrace. 

No distance can our hearts divide I 
Forgotten quite the mediate space, 

I kneel thy kneeling form beside. 
My tranquil frame then sinks to sleep. 

But soars the spirit far and free ; 
Oh, welcome be nighfs slumbers deep, 

For then, sweet love, I am with thee. 



LOVE'S MEMORIES. 

o-ntoht! to-night; what memories to-night 
Came thronging o'er me as I stood near thee I 
hy form of loveliness, thy brow of light, 

Thy voice's thrilUng flow — 
J], all were there ; to me— to me as bright 
As when they claim'd my soul's idolatry 
Years, long years ago. 

he gulf of years I Oh, God ! hast- thou been minp, 
Would all that's precious have been swallow 'd there f 
outh's meteor hope, and manhood's high design. 

Lost, lost, for ever lost — 
ost with ttie love that with them all would twine^ 
The love that left no harvest but despair-^ 
XJnwon at such a cost, 

iTas it ideal, that wild, wild love I bore thee P 
Or thou thyself— didst thou my soul enthrall ? 
uch as thou art to-night did I adore thee. 

Ay, idolize— in vain I 
uch as thou art tcnight— could time restore mo 
That wealth of loving— shouldst thou have it all. 

To waste perchance again ? 

o I Thou didst break the coffers of my heart. 

And set so lightly by the hoard within, 

hat I too leam'd at last the squanderer's art— 

Wont idly here and there, 
lUixkg my soul, and lavishing a part 
On each, less cold than thou, who cared to win 

And leem'd to prize a share. 
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No I Thou didst wither up my flowering 

If blamelesS) still the bearer of a blight 

The unconscious agent of the deadliest ni 

That human heart hath riven ; 
Teaching me scorn of my own spirit's tn 
Holding, not me, but that fond worship 
Which link, my soul to Heaven. 

No, no I— For me the weakest heart befor 

One so untouoh'd by tenderness as thii 

Angels have enter'd through the frail ten 

That pass the palace now— 
And Hb who spake the words, ''pk), sin i 
Mid human passions saw the spark div 
But not in such as thou! 



A POET'S LOVK 

The stag leaps free in the forest's hear 
But thy step is lighter, my love, my 
Light as the quick*footed breezes that ] 
The plumy ferns on the mountain- 
Swift as the zephyrs that come and paa 
O'er the waveless lake and the billowy j 
I hear thy voioe where the white spray 
In the one-toned bells of the rippled sb 
In the shivering boughs of the aspen tr 
In the wind that stirreth the silvery ] 
In the shell that moans of the distant s 

Never was voice so sweet as thine! 
Never a sound through the evening dio 
Came half so soft as thy vesper hymn. 

I have followed fast from the lark's low 
Thy freezy step to the mountain crest ; 
The livelong day I have wandered on, 
Till the stars were up, the twilight gon 
Ever unwearied where thou has roved, 
Fairest, and purest, and best beloved! 
I have felt thy kiss in the leafy aisle, 

And thy breath astir in my waving h 
1 have met the light of thy haunting si 

In the deep, still woods, and the sum 
For thou lookest down from the bendini 
Axuiiba qax^\« tlad with thy laughin 



lovr pot5m3. 

VVkT ■~~" 

\^, ^^ ttiy heart in sad and my pulse beats low, 

\y-j^^*® touch 80 light on my burning brow ? 

-^^ <iometh in dreams to my midnight sleep? 
W">j ^ bendeth over my noonday rest Y 

j^ wuigeth me songa in the forest deep, 
\;^^^^^^ing my head to her gentle breast f 
\Vv. ^^ ^© grows dim to my weary eye, 
\p-j^^^ joy departeth and sorrow is nigh, 
Sj^ ^^* 'neath the track of the stars, save thee, 
Tk ^^^ oJ^ si'igot^ of hope to me P 
Y^* ^"^ comes a time when the mom shall rise, 
X*j^ ^-harm no smile to thy filmed eyes : 
•plrj^**'^ comes a time when thou liest low, 
\i^ - "^ the roses dead on thy frozen brow, 
jf\^^ 5^ * pall hung over thy tranced rest, 
X K ^^ pulse asleep in thy silent breast. 
>^^^**^ shall come a dirge through the valleys dreai-, 
jj J** ^ white-robed priest to thine icy bier : 
^^\^^^^ J) is cold, but his dim eyes weep, 

** Se maketh thy grave where the snow faUa deep. 

^■^ is me when I watch and pray 
^^ ^^^ the lightest tread of thy coming foot, 

jj^ "tie softest note of thy summer lay, 
'yy. ^^ the faintest chord of thy vine-strung lute I 
^^^^^ is me when the storms sweep by, 
^^^ the mocking winds are my sole reply I 



THINK OF ME, DEAREST. 

A ^^ ^^ ™®» dearest, when tlw day is breaking 
^^"^ay from the sable chains of night, 
-j?^ the sun, his ocean-couch forsaking, 
•j^ <^ giant first in his strength awaking, 

^^ flinging abroad his limbs o^ light ; 

^ ^ breeze that first travels with morning forth, 
\ Aft^ ^ ^ ^^^ steps o'er the quickening earth— 
I Lm-^ dream that has cheated my soul through the night. 
■ *** ine in thy thoughts come fresh with the light 

^fnk of me, dearest, when the day is sinking 
1^ the soft embrace of the twilight gray, 
^*en the stany eyes of heaven are winking, 
^ the weary flowers their tears are drinking, 

^ tb^ start like gems on the raoon-touch'd spxttj. 



514 LOVE POEMS. 

Let me conw warm in tliy thoughts at eve, 
As the glowing track which the sunbeams leave, 
When they, blushing, tremble along the deep. 
While stealing away to their place of sleep. 
Think of me, dearest, when round thee smiling 

Are eyes that melt while they gaze on thee ; 
When words are winning and looks are wiling. 
And those words and looks, of others, beguiling 

Thy fluttering heart &om love and me. 
Let me come true in thy thoughts in that honr; 
Let my trust and my faith — my devotion — have powc 
When all that can lure to thy young soul is nearest, 
To summon each truant thought back to me, dearest. 



LOVE AND DARING. 

Thou darest not love me ! thou canst only see 
The great gulf set between us ; hadst thou love, 
*Twould bear thee o*er it on a wing of fire 1 
Wilt put from thy faint lip the mantling cup, 
The draught thou'st prayed for with divinest thirst, 
For fear a poison in the chalice lurks ? 
Wilt thbut be barred from thy soul's heritage. 
The power, the rapture, and the crown of life. 
By the poor guard of danger set about it ? 
I tell thee that the richest flowers of heaven 
Bloom on the brink of darkness. Thou hast marked 
How sweetly o'er the beetling precipice 
Hangs the young June -rose with its crimson heart ; 
And wouldst not sooner peril life to win 
That royal flower, that thou might est proudly wear 
The trophy on thy breast, than idly pluck 
A thousand meek-raced daisies by the way ? 
How dost thou shudder at Love's gentle tones. 
As though a serpent's hiss were in thine ear; 
Albeit thy heart throbs echo to each word, 
Why wilt not rest, oh weary wanderer, 
Upon the couch of flowers Love spreads for theo^ 
On banks of sunshine ? — voices silver-toned 
Shall lull thy soul with strange, wild harmonies. 
Book thee to sleep upon the waves of song; 
Hope shall watch o'er thee with her breath of drewai 
Joy hover near, impatient for thy waking^— 
Her qoijik.'^md. ^luicinig through the ftmgraat afr. 
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Why dost thoa pause hard by the rose*wreathed gate ii* 
Wliy turn thee &om the paradise of youth, 
WJtiere Love's immortal summer Uooms and glows. 
And wrap thyself in coldness as a shroud ? 
Perchance, 'tis well for thee— yet does the flame 
That glows with heat intense and mounts toward heavon, 
As fitly emblem holiest purity 
As the still snow-wreath on the mountain's brow. 

Thou darest not say, " I love," and yet thou lovest, 
And think' st to crush the mighty yearning down, 
That in thy spirit shall upspring for ever I 
Twined with thy soul, it lived in thy first thoughts, 
It haunted with strange dreams thy boyish years. 
And coloured with its deep, empurpled hue, 
The passionate aspirations of thy youth. 
Ooy take from June her roses; from her streams 
The bubbling fountain-springs ; from life take love, 
Thou hast its all of sweetness, bloom, and strength. 

There is a grandeur in the soul that dares 
To live out all the life God lit within ; 
That battles with the passion hand to hand, 
And wears no mail, and hides behind no shield ; 
That plucks its joy in the shadow of Death's wing, 
That drains with one deep draught the wine of life, 
And that with fearless foot and heaven-turned eye 
May stand upon a dizzy precipice, 
High o'er the abyss of ruin, and not fall ! 



WE PARTED IN SADNESS. 

We parted in sadness, but spoke not of parting ; 

We talk'd not of hopes that we both must resign, 
I saw not her eyes, but one tear-drop starting, 

Fell down on her hand as it trembled in mine : 
£ach felt that the past we eould never recover. 

Each felt that the future no hope could restore ; 
She shudder'd at wringing the heart of her lover, 

I dared not say I must meet her no more. 

Jjmg years have gone by, and the spring-time smiles ever 
As o'er our young loves it first smiled in their birth, 

liong years have gone by, yet that parting, ! never 
Can it be forgotten by either on earth. 
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The note of each wild bird that carols toward heaven, 
Must tell her of sweet winged hopes that were mine, 

And the dew that steals over each blossom at even. 
Tells me of the tear-drop that wept their dedino^. 



TO ANN. 



TnoTT wert as a lake that liethr« 

in a bright and sunny way ; 
I was a bird that flieth 

O'er it on a pleasant da> ;• 
When I look'd upon thy features,. 

Presence then some feeling lent ; 
Bat thou knowest, most false of cr oaturcs, 

"With thy form thy image went. 

With a kiss my vow was greeted, 

As I knelt btjforo thy shrine ; 
But I saw that kiss repeated 

On another lip than mine ; . 
And a solemn vow was spoken 

That thy heart should not be changed ; 
But that binding vo^ was broken, 

And thy spirit was estranged. 

I could blame thee for awaking 

Thoughts the world will but deride;' 
Calling out and then forsaking 

Flowers the winter wind will chide ;^. 
Guiling to the mighty ocean 

Barks that tremble by the shore; . 
But I hush the sad emotion, ■ 

And I will punish thee no more 



THE IDEAL, 

"La- vie c?sf nn sommeil Pamour en est Is i^ve." 
A SAD, sweet dream I it fell upon my soul 

When song and thought first woke their echoes thi 
Swaying my spirit to its wild control, 

And with the shadow of a fond despair, 
Daxk^j^fffii^f- fountain of my young life's stream, 
^ - ^/^'-U, and yet I know 'tis but a dvoanu 




I.OVB POKMfl. 

Wlicnce art tboii, jtliadj^pTcsetie^, that canst hido 

From my ohanned fiipht tli« glorious things of earth P 

A mimge o*er life's desert dost than plide 
Or with those gUmmeriEigB of a former birth, 

A " trailing' cloud of glory," hast thou come 

Frora eotne bright world afar^ put imremembercd Jiome ? 

I know thou dwell'et not in tliis dull, cold Henl^i 
I l^now thy home U in ^ome brvf hter sphere ; 

I know I ehaU not meet thee, uj Ideal, 

In the dark wanderings that await me here : 

wny camen thy gentla image then, to me, 

Wasting my night of life in one long dream of thee? ? 

TL© city's peopled solitude, tho gluns 

Of feetol halid, moonlight^ and muffl£*s tone, 

All breath D the sad refrain^thon art not there I 
And even with nutTiro am still aloiio 

With jrty I fiee her summer bloom depnrt; 

I love drtiar winter's reign — 'tia winter in my heart. 

And if I sigh upon my brow to h^^ 

The deep'ning i^hadow of Time's reatle^s wing, 

■TiB for the youtJi I might not giTO to give to thee. 
The vanished brightneos of my first sweet spring; 

That I might give thcH? not the joyous form 

Unworn by teora and cares, unblighted by the storm. 

And when the hearts I shflll Ik-. prouU to win, 

Breathe, in those tonc<s that woman holds so dear, 
"Wordg of impasEioned homaiL^e nnto mino^ 

Coldly and har&h they fall upon my ear ; 
And as I listen to the fervent vx^w, 
My weary heart replies^ " Alas I it is not thou." 
And when the thoughts within my spirit glow, 

That would outpour themi^dvee in worfis of fire, 
If some kind infiusaich&bftde the mnsne Jlow^ 

Xiike thiit which wolco the potea of Memnon's lyro ; 
Thou, simlight of my life, wak'st not the liyr 
And song within my heart, nnutteredj di^s away. 

Depart, oh shadow ! fntnl dri^nni, dii^pnrt 
Go ! I conjure thee lenve me tbih poor life, 

And I will meet with firm, ht'roic heart. 

Its threatening storms and its tumnltnonH strife, 

And with the poet-seer will see thee stand 

To welcome my approach to thine own spirit-land. 
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THY NAME. 

It comes to me when healths go round, 

And o'er the wine their garlands wreathing. 

The flowers of wit, with music wound, 
And freshly from the goblet breathmg.; 

From sparkling song and sally gay 

It comes to steal Tny heart away, 

And fill my soul, mid festal glee, 

With sad, sweet, silent thoughts of theo. 

It comes to me ux)on the mart. 
Where care in jostling crowds is rife; 

Where Avarice goads the sordid heart, 
Or cold Ambition prompts the strife ; 

It comes to whisper, if I'm there, 

'Tis but with thee each prize to sharo, 

For Fame were not success to me. 

Nor riches wealth unshared by thee. 

It comes to me when smiles are bright, 
On gentle lips that murmur round me. 

And kindling glances flash delight 

In eyes whose spell would once have bound me. 

It comes — but comes to bring alone 

Rememberance of some look or tons, 

Dearer than aught I hear or see. 

Because 'twas bom- or breathed by thee. 

It comes to me where cloi8tor*d bougha.. 

Their shadows cast upon the sod ; 
A while in Nature's fane my vows 

Are lifted from her shrine to God ; 
It comes to tell that all of worth 
I dream in heaven or know on earfh. 
However bright or dear it be, 
Is blended with my thought^f thee. 



-:^^>>» 
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THE BANISHED LOVER. 

•* Chaqae pas qui m'eloignoit de vous, separoit mon corpB de mon 
me, et me donnoit un sentiment anticipe de la mort. Je vouloisvous 
6crire ce que Je verrois. Vain projet ! Je n'ai rien vois que vous. — 
t, Frenz. 

They tell me of the prospect I survey, 

They speak of streams, and skies of deepest blue, 

That shine o*er fertile vales and flowery meads ; 

Of mountain clefts, with torrents dashing through: 

It may be so ; for Nature to the gay 

Is ever beautiful— it charms not me ! 

I only feel my soul remain afar — 

My passion-clouded eyes see nought save thee. 

The tender, blissful thoughts that fill my soul. 
Bound by mine oath to thee, I fain would quell ; 
For I have promised, dear one I for thy sake, 
To yield no more to love-enrapturing spell : 
I would obey— like other mortals seem ; 
Bear with my fate, and brave reality ; 
But shrinking from the wretchedness it brings, 
I cling to visions that are full of thee. 

I know that we must part : but do not prove 

Too pitiless, beloved I nor urge too far 

The sufferings of a grieved and tortured heart, 

"Where love and honour hold perpetual war; 

I go at thy command ; but can I join 

A dreary world, where thou art naught to. me P 

No ! better far in solitude to dwell. 

And cheer its lonely hours with dreams of thoe. 

Yet oft will memory paint one happy scene, 
One moment fraught with ecstasy of bliss, 
liVlien, thrilling with the soft clasp of thy hand, 
My lips met thine in one long glowing kiss : 
Ah, fatal gift I that was our parting doom — 
How wert thou shadowed by Fate*s stem decree! 
Alas! that clouds of sadness should have dimmed! 
Xhe first, the only boon of love from thee! 
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THE ANNOYER. 

Love knoweth every form of air, 

And every shape of earth, 
And oomes, unbidden, everywhere. 

Like thought's mysterious birth. 
The moonlit sea and the sunset sky 

Are written with Love's words, 
And you hear his voice unceasingly, 

Like song, in the time of birds. 

He peeps into the warrior's heart, 

From the tip of a stooping plume, 
And the serried spears, and the many men. 

May not deny him room. 
He'll come to his tent in the weary night, 

And be busy in his dream, 
And he'll float to his eye in morning light, 

Like a fay on a silver beam. 

He hears the sound of the hunter's gun. 

And rides on the echo back. 
And sighs in his ear like a stirring leaf, 

And flint is his woodland track. 
The shade of the wood, and the sheen, of the river, 

The cloud, and the open sky,— 
He will haunt them all with his subtle quiver, 
, Like the light of your very eye. 

The fisher hangs over the leaning hoat, 

And ponders the silver sea. 
For Love is under the surface hid. 

And a spell of thought has he ; 
He leaves the wave like a bosom sweet, 

And he speaks in the ripple low. 
Till the bait is gone from the crafty line, 

And the hook is bare below. 

He blurs the print of the scholar's 1)ook, 

And intrudes in the maiden's prayer, 
And profanes the cell of the holy man 

In the shape of a lady fair. 
In the darkest night, and the bright daylight, 

In earth, and sea, and sky, 
5n every home of human thought 

Will Love be lurking nigh. 
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SEEK NOT TO UNDERSTAND HER. 

Why seek her heart to understand. 

If hut enough thou knowest 
To prove that all thy love, like sand, 

TJi)on the wind thou throwestf 
The ill thou makest out at last 
Doth but reflect the bitter past, 
While all the good thou leamest yet, 
But makes her harder to forget. 

What matters all the nobleness 

Which in our breast resideth, 
And what the warmth €ind tenderness 

Her mien of coldness hideth? 
If but ungenerous thoughts prevail 
When thou her bosom wouldst assail, 
While tenderness and warmth doth ne'sr, 
By any chance, toward thee appear. 

Sum up each token thou hast won 

Of kindred feeling there — 
How few for Hope to build upon, 

How many for Despair I 
And if e'er word or look declareth 
Love or aversion, whieh she beareth 
While of the first no proof thou hasf. 
How many are there of the last. 

Then strive no more to luderstand 
Her heart, of whom thou knowest 

Enough to prove thy love like sand 
Upon the wind thou throwest. 

The ill thou makest out at last 

Doth but reflect the bitter past, 

While all the good thou leamest yet 

But makes her harder to forget. 



TO A FACE BELOVED. 

The music of the wakened lyre 

Dies not upon the quivering strings, 

Nor bums alone the minstrel's fire 
Upon the lip that trembling sings ; 



\ 
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Nor shines the moon in heaven unseen, 
Nor shuts the flower its fragrant cells. 

Nor sleep's the fountain's wealth, I ween, 
For ever in its sparry wells ; 

The spells of the enohanter lie 
Not on his own lone heart, his own rapt ear and ejo, 

I look upon a face as fair 

As ever made a lip of heaven; 
Falter amid its music-prayer! 

The first-lit star of summer even- 
Springs not so softly on the eye, 

Nor grows, with watching, half so bright^ 
Nor, mid its sisters of the sky^ 

So seems of heaven the dearest light ; 
Men murmur where that face is seen — 
My youth's angelic dream was of that look and mien 

Yet, though we deem the stars are blest, 

And envy, in our grief, the flower 
That bears but sw^tness in its breast, 

And fear'd the enchanter for his power,. 
And love the minstrel for his spell 
He winds out of his lyre so well;. 
The stars are almoner& of light,. 

The lyrist of melodious air, 
The fountain of its waters bright,. 

And everjrthing most sweet and fair 
Of that by which it charms the ear, 
The eye of him that passes near ; 
A lamp is lit in woman's eye 
That souls,, else loston.earth, remember angela by*. 
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PERFECTION DESIREIX 

Shall I like a hermit dwelt, 
On a rock, or in a cell ? 
Galling home the smallest part 
That is missing of my heart, 
To hestow it where I may 
Meet a rival every day ? 
If she ondervalaes me. 
What care I how fair she be ? 

Were her tresses angel-gold ; 
If a stranger may be bold, 
Unreboked, unafraid, 
To convert them to a braid. 
And, with little more a-do. 
Work them into bracelets too : 
If the mine be grown so free^ 
What care I how rich it b»? 

Were her hands as rich a prize. 
As her hairs, or precious eyes ; 
If she lay them out to take 
Kisses for good-manners' sake. 
And let every lover skip 
From her hand unto her lip : 
If she seem not chaste to me. 
What care I how chaste she be ? 

No ; she must be perfect snow. 
In effect as well as show. 
Warming but as snow-balls do. 
Not like fire by burning too : 
But when she, by change, hath got 
To her heart a second lot ; 
Then, if others share with me. 
Farewell her, whate'er she be t 
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BILENT LOVE. 

Waoira not, sweet mistress of my he; 

The merit of true passion. 
With thinking that lie feels no smai-t 

Who saes for no^compassion : 

Sinee if my plaints were not to' appr< 
The conquest of thy'beailty. 

It comes not from defect of love, 
Bnt fear to' exceed my dnty. 

For knowing that I sue to serve 

A. saint of such perfection. 
As all desire but none deserve 

A place in her affeetion.; 

I rather choose to want relief. 
Than venture the revealing : 

Where glory recommends the grief. 
Despair disdains the healing. 

Silence in love betrays more woe 
Than words, though ne*er so witty; 

A beggar that is dumb, you know. 
May challenge 'double pity. 

Then wrong not, dcarest^to my "heart 
My love for secret passion ; 

He smarteth most who hides his smar 
And sues for no compassion. 



LOVE'S SUPPLICATION, 

DO not wanton with those eyes. 

Lest I be sick with seeing ! 
Nor cast them down ; but let them rise. 

Lest shame destroy their being. 
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O be not angry with those fires. 
For then their threats will kill me ! 

Nor look too kind on my desires, 
For then my hopes will spill me. 

O do not steep them in thy tears, 

For so will sorrow slay me : 
KoT spread them, as distract with fears ; 

Mine own enough betray me J 



THE KISS. 

Fob love's sake, kiss me once again I 
I long, and should not beg in vain.: 

Here's none to spy, or see ; 
Why do yon doubt, or stay ! 

Ill taste as lightly as the Bee, 
That doth but touch his flower, and flies away. 

Once more, and (faith) I will be gone : 
Can he that loves, ask less than one ? 

Nay you may err in this. 
And all your bounty wrong; 

This could be call'-d but half a kiss. 
What we're but once to do, we should do long, 

I will but mend the last ; and tell 
Where, how it would have relish'd well ; 

Join lip to lip, and try 
Each to suck other's breath ; 

And, whilst our tongues perplexed lie. 
Let who will think us -dead, or wish our death t 
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LOVE'S CAPTIVITY. 

Let fools great Cupid's yoke disdain. 
Loving their own wild freedom better ; 

Whilst, proad of mj triumphant chain, 
I sit and court my beauteous fetter. 

Her murdering glances, snaring hairs, 
And her bewitching smiles so please me. 

As he brings ruin that repairs 
The sweet afflictions that disease me. 

Hide not those panting balls of snow. 
With envious veils, from my beholding ; 

Unlock those lips, their pearly row 
In a sweet smile of love unfolding. 

And let those eyes whose motion wheels 

The restless fate of every lover. 
Survey the pains my sick heart feels. 

And wounds themselves have made discover I 



TRUE LOVE. 

How ill doth he deserve a Lover^s name. 

Whose pale weak flame 

Cannft retain 
His heart, in spite of absence or disdain ; 
But doth at once, like paper set on fire. 

Bum and expire I 
True love can never change his seat ; 
. Nor did he ever love, that could retreat. 

That noble flame which my breast keeps alive. 
Still shall survive 
When my soul's fled ; 
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Nor shall my love die when my body's dead ; 
That shall wait on me to the lower shade^ 

And never fade: 
My very ashes, in their urn, 
Shall like a hallow'd lamp for ever bum 1 



THE FALSE ONE. 

I LOY^ a lass, a fair one, 
As fair as ever was seen. 
She was indeed a rare one. 
Another Sheba Qaeen ; 
But fool as then I was, 
I thought she lov'd me too : 
But now, alas ! she*s left me ! 

Her hair like gold did glister. 
Each eye was like a star. 
She did surpass her sister. 
Which past all others far j 
She would me honey call ; 
She'd, 0, she*d kiss me too ! 
But now, alas ! she's left me. 

Many a merry meeting 
My love and I have had ; 
She was my only Sweeting, 
She made my heart full glad : 
The tears stood in her eyes. 
Like to the morning dew ; 
But now, alas ! she's left me. 

And as abroad we walk'd. 
As lovers' fashion is, 
Oft as we sweetly talk'd, 
The sun would steal a kiss ; 
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The wind upon her lips 
Likewise most sweetly blew ; 
Bat now, alas ! she's left me ! 

As we walk'd home together^ 
At midnight through the town. 
To keep away the weather, 
0*er her I*d cast my gown ; 
No cold my Love-could feel. 
Whatever the heavens could do i 
But now, alas ! she's left me ! 

Like doves we would be billing,. 
And clip and kiss so fast. 
Yet she would be unwilling 
That I should* kiss the last i 
They are Judas-kisses now, 
Since that they prov*d untrue ; 
For now, alas-! she's left me-! 



THE INDIFFERENT LOVER, 

IIenoe away, thou Syren, leave me. 
Pish 1 unclasp those wanton arms ; 
Sugar'd wounds can ne'er deceive me, 
(Though thou prove a thousand charms.) 

Fie, fie, forbear ; 

No common snare 
Can ever my affection chain : 

Thy painted baits. 

And poor deceits. 
Are all bestowed on me in vain. 

Pm no slave to such, as you be ; 

Neither shall that snowy breast. 
Rolling eye, and lip of ruby. 

Ever rob me of my rest : 



LOfTB POEMS. 359 

Go, go, display 

Thy beauties' ray 
To-6ome more soonenamoor'd swain : 

Those common wiles 

Of sighs and smiles 
Are all bestow'd on me in vain. 

I have elsewhere vow'd- a duty ;• 
Turn away thy tempting eye. 
Shew not me a painted beauty ; 
These impostures I defy : 
My spirit loathes 
Where gaudy clothes 
And feigned oaths may love obtain: 
I love- her so, 
Whose looks swear- No, 
That all your labours ¥rill be vaio^ 

Can he prize the tainted posies 

Which on every breast are worn. 
That may plock the virgin roses 
From their never-touched thorn 1 

I can go rest 

On her sweet breast, 
That is the pride of Cynthia's train : 

Then stay thy tongue ; 

Thy mermaid song 
Is all bestow'd on me in vain. 



He's a fool that basely dallies. 

Where each peasant mates with bim : 
Shall I haunt the thronged vallies, 
Whilst there's nobler hills to climb I 

No, DO, though clowns 

Are scar'd with frowns, 
I know the best can but disdain ; 

And those I'll prove : 

80 will thy love 
Ee all bestow'd on me in ram. 



r 
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I do scorn to vow a duty, 

Where each lustful lad may woo : 
Give me her, whose smi-like beauty 
Buzzards dare not soar imto ; 

She, she it is 

Affords that bliss 
Fpr which I would refuse no pain I 

But such as you. 

Fond fools, adieu ; 
You seek to captive me in vain. 

Leave me then, yon Syrens, leave me ; 

Seek no more to work my harms ; 
Crafty wiles cannot deceive me. 
Who am proof against your charms : 
Your labour may 
To lead astray 
The heart, that constant shall remain ; 
And I the while 
Will sit and smile 
To see you spend your time in vain. 



I'LL GAZE NO MOBE. 

I'll gaze no more on Her bewitching foce, 
Since ruin harbours there in every place ; 
For my enchanted soul alike she drowns. 
With calms or tempests of her smiles and frowns ! 
I'll love no more those cruel eyes of her'a. 
Which, pleas'd or anger'd, still are murder^ : 
For if she dart, like lightning through the air. 
Her beams of wrath, she kills m% with despair ; 
If she behold me with a pleasing eye, 
I surfeit with excess of joy— and die I 
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THE BOS£. 

Go, lovely Rose ! 
Tell her, that wastes ber time aud me. 

That now she knows, 
When I resemble her to thee. 
How sweet and fair she seems to be. 

Tell her, that's yonng. 
And shnns to have her graces spied; 

That hadst thon sprang 
In deserts, where no men abide. 
Thou must have micommended died. 

Small is the worth 
Of beauty, from the light retir'd : 

Bid her come forth, 
Suflfer herself to be desir'd. 
And not blush so to be admir*d. 

Then, die ! that she 
The common fate of all things rarer 

May read, in thee : 
How small a part of time they share. 
That are so wondrous sweet, and fair I 



TO CASTARA. 

'We saw and woo'd each other's eyes ; 

My soul contracted then with thine, 
And both burnt in one sacrifice. 

By which our marriage grew divine. 

Let wilder youth, whose soul is sense. 
Profane the temple of delight. 

And purchase endless penitence 
With the stol'n pleasure of one night 
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Time's ever yours, while we despise 
The sensual idol of our clay : 

For though the Sun do set and rise. 
We joy one everlasting day ; 

Whose light no jealous clouds obscure. 
While each of us shine innocent. 

The troubled stream is still impure : 
With virtue flies away content*. 

And though opinion often err, 

Well court the modest smile of fame ; 
For sin's black danger circles her. 

Who hath infection in her name. 

Thus when to one dark silent room 
Death shall our loving cofllns thrust, 

Fame will build columns on our tomb. 
And add a perfume to our dust t" 



INSEPARABLE AFFECTION". 

I PRAT thee, send me back my heart; 

Since I cannot have thine : 
For if from your's you will not part. 

Why then should'st thou have mine? 

Yet, now I think on't, let it lie^ 

To find it were- in vain ; 
For thou hast a thief, in either ey9-. 

Would steal it back i^^ 1 

Why should two hearts in one breast lie. 
And yet not lodge together? 

Love 1 where is thy sympathy. 
If thus our breasts thou sever f . 
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But love is sucli a mystery, 

I cannot find it oat ; 
For when I tliink I'm best resolv'd, 

I then am in most donbt. 

Then, farewell care I and farewell woe I 

I will no longer pine ; 
For 111 believe I have her heart. 

As mnch as she has mine. 



BOUNDLESS LOVET. 

When, Deabest I I but think of thee^ 
Methinks all things that lovely be 
Are present, and my soul delighted ^ 
For beauties that from worth arise, 
Are, like the grace of deities. 
Still present with us, though unsighted^ 

Thus, whilst I sit and sigh the day, 
With all his borrow'd lights, away. 
Till night's black wings do overtake me | 
Thinking on thee,, thy beauties then. 
As sudden lights do sleepy men. 
So they by their bright rays awake me. 

Thus absence dies ; and dying, proves 
No absence can subsist with loves 
That do partake of fair perfection : 
Since in the darkest night they may^ 
By love's quick motion, find away 
To see each other by reflection. 

The waving sea can with each flood' 
Bathe some high promont, that has stood 
Far from the main, up in the river : 
Oh 1 think not, then, but love can dfr 
As much ; for that's an ocean too. 
Which flows not every day, but ever t 
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TO A LOVER. 

Why 80 pale and wan, fond Lover ? 

Pr'jrthee why so pale ? 
Will, when looking well can't move hor 

Looking ill prevail ? 

Pr'ythee why so pale ? 

"Why so dull and mute, yonng Sinner, 

Pr'ythee why so mute ? 
Will, when speaking well can't win her, 

Saying nothing do*t ? 

Pr'jrthee why so mute ? 

Quit, quit for shame I this will not move, 

This cannot take her ; 
If of herself she will not love. 

Nothing can make her : — 

The devil take her. 



TO LUCASTA, ON HlS GOING TO THB WAKS. 

Tell me not. Sweet, I am omkind. 

That from the nunnery 
Of thy chaste breast and quiet nnud 

To war and arms I %. 

True, a new mistress now I 'chase, 

The first foe in the field; 
And with a stronger faith embrace 

A sword, ahorse, a shield. 

Yet this inconstancy is such 

As you too shall adore ; 
I could not love thee. Dear ! so much, 

liov'd I not honour mtare. 
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JEALOUS LOVE. 

My dear Mistress has a heart . 

Soft as those kind looks she gave me, 
When with love's resistless dart, 

And her eyes, she did enslave me : 
But her constancy's so weak, 

She's so wild and apt to wander. 
That my jealons heart would break. 

Should we live one day asunder. 

Melting joys about her move. 

Killing pleasures, wounding blisses ; 
She can dress her eyes in love. 

And her lips can warm with kissea. 
Angels listen if she speak. 

She's my delight, all mankind's wonder; 
But my jealous heart would break. 

Should we live one day asunder. 



UNREQUITED LOVE. 

How hardly I con6eal'd my tears, 

How oft did I complain, 
When many tedious days my fears 

Told me I ibv'd in vain ! 

But now my joys as wild are grown, 

And hard to be conceal'd ; 
Sorrow may make a silent moan, 

But joy will be reveal'd. 

I tell it to the bleating flocks. 

To every stream and tree. 
And bless the hollow-murmuring roclcs 

For echoing back to me. 
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Tliiw you may see with how much joy 
We want, we wish, believe : 

Tis hard such passion to destroy. 
But easy to deceive ! 



HOPEFUL LOVE. 

Only tell her that I love, 

Leave the rest to Her and Fate ; 
Some kind planet, from above. 
May perhaps her pity move ; 

Lovers on their stars must widti 
Only tell her, that I love I 

Why, oh, why ^ould I despairt 
Mercy's pictured in "her eye : 

If she once vouchsafe to hear, 

Welcome -hope, and welcome fear. 
She's too good to let me die ; 

Why, oh, why should I despair t 



XOVE AND GRIEF, 

While from our looks, fair Nymph, you guess 

The secret passions of our mind ; 
My heavy eyes, you say, confess 

A heart to love and grief Inclin'd, 

There needs, alas I but little art 

To have this fatal secret found ; 
With the same ease you threw the dart, 

'Tis certain you can show the woonA. 

How can I see you, and not love. 
While you as opening east are fair ? 

While -cold as northern blasts you provo. 
How can I love, and not de^dr t 
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The wretch, in double fetters bound, 
Tour potent mercy may releaf e : 

Soon, if my love but once were crown'd. 
Fair Prophetess ! my grief would ceafle. 



LOVE SLIQHTEa 

In vain jrou tell your parting Lover, 
Yofi wish fair winds may waft him over: 
Alas ! what winds can happy prove. 
That bear me far from what I love -? 
Alas ! what* dangers on the main 
Can equal those that I sustain, 
From slighted vows and cold disdain ? 

Be gentle, and in pity choose 

To wish the wildest tempest loose.: 

That, thrown again upon the coast 

Where first my shipwreck'd heart was lost, 

I may once more repeat my pain ; 

Once more in dying notes complain 

Of slighted vows, and cold disdain'I 



TO MYRA, 

Pbepab'd to rail, resolv*d to part ; 
When I approach the peijur*d Fain, 
- What is it awes my timorous heart ? 
Why does my tongue forbear ? 

With the last glance, a little kind. 
Such wond'rous power have Myra's charms. 

She calms my doubts, enslaves my mind. 
And all my rage disarms. 
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Forgetful of her broken tows. 
When gazing on that form diyine. 

Her injnr'd vassal trembling bows. 
Nor dares her slave repine. 



J. 



LOVE'S CAPnVE. 

Hebe end my chains, and thraldom cease. 
If not in joy, 1*11 live at least in peace ; 

Since for the pleasures of an hour 
We must endure an age of pain, 

I'll be this abject thing no more : 
Love, give me back my heart again! 

Despair tormented first my breast. 
Now falsehood, a more cruel guest : 

O ! for the peace of human kind. 
Make women longer true, or sooner kind ; 

With justice, or with mercy reign, 
Love I or give me back my heart again 1 



TO LUCY. 

When I think on your truth, I doubt yottnamor^ 

I blame all the fears I gave way to before : 

I say to my heart, ** be at rest, and believo- 

That whom once she has chosen she never will leave.' 

But, ah ! when I think on each ravishing graco 
That plays in the smiles of that heavenly face. 
My heart beats again ; I again apprehend 
Some fortunate rival in every friend* 



« 
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These painfiil suspicious you canuot remove ; 
Since you neither can lessen your charms, nor my love : 
But doubts caus'd by passion you never can blame ; 
For they are not il)-fonnded, or you £eel the same. 



THE LOVER'S NIGHT: 

Lulled in the arms of him she loy'd, 
Iaitthb sigh'd the kindest things : 
Her fond surrender he approv'd 
With smiles ; and thus, enamour'd, sings. 

*' How sweet are lovers' vows by night,. 
Lap'd in a honey-suckle grove^I 
When Venus sheds her gentle light, 
And sootfis the yielding soul to love» 

Soft as the silent-footed dews 
That steal upon the star-light hours ;. 
Warm as a love-sick poet's muae ; 
And fragrant as the breath of iiow'rs. 

Tabear our vows the moon grows pale. 
And pants Endymion's warmth toppove ; 
While emulous, the Nightingale' 
Thick-warbiing trills herlay of lovei 

The silver-sounding sbinmg spheres 
That animate the glowing skies, 
Nor charm so much-, as thou, my ears, 
Nor bless so much, as thou, my eyes. 

Thus let me clasp thee to my heart. 
Thus sink in softness on thy breast 1 
No cares shall haunt us, danger part, 
For ever loving, ever blest. 
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Censorious envy dares not blame. 
The passion which thy trath inspires : 
Te stars, bear witness that my flame ' 
Is chaste as your eternal fires." 

Love saw tliem (hid among the bonghs). 
And heard him sing their mutual bliss 1 
* Enjoy,' cried he, * Ianthe's vows^ 
Bat, oh ! I envy thee her kiss.* 



TO lANTHB. A HYMN TO MAT. 

Where lives the man (if such a roan there be) 

In idle wilderness or desert drear. 

To beauty's sacred power an enemy ? 

Let foul fiends harrow him ; 1*11 drop no tear. 

I deem that carl by beauty's power unmov'd 

Hated of Heaven, of none but Hell approv'd^ 

may he never love, never be belov*d I 

Hard is his heart, unmelted by thee. May 1 
Unconscious of love's nectar-tickling stiu^ 
And, unrelenting, >cold to beauty's ray ; 
Beauty the mother and the child of springi 
Beauty and wit declare the sexes even ; 
Beauty to woman, wit to man is given ; 
Neither the slime of earth, but each the fire of 

Alliance sweet 1 let beauty wit approve. 

As flowers to sunshine ope -the ready breast ; 

Wit beauty loves, and nothing else can love ; 

The best alone is grateful to the best : 

Perfection has no other parallel ! 

Can light with darkness, doves with ravens dw8£ 

As soon, perdie, shall Heaven communion hoJdwA 
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Come then, Ianthe I milder than the Spring, 
And grateful as the rosy month of May, 
O come ; the birds the hymn of Nature sing 
Enchanting wild, from every bush and spray : 
Swell the green-gems and teem along the vine, 
A fragrant promise of the future wine ; 
The spirits to exalt, the genius to refine! 

Let us our steps direct where father Thames 

In silver windings draws his humid train, 

And pours, where'er he rolls his naval streams, 

Pomp on the city, plenty o'er the plain. 

^ by the banks of Isis shall we stray, 

^ Ah, why so long from Isis banks away ?) 

^^ere thousand damsels dance, and thousand shepherds play. 

^ choose you rather Theron'sealm retreat, 

^bosom'd, Surrey, in thy verdant vale, 

^^once the muses' and the graces' seat I 

^ere gently listen to my faithful tale; 

4iong the dew-bright parterres let us rove; 
y^ taste the odours of the mazy-grove : 
*Urlc ] how the turtles coo ; — I languish, too, with love 1 

mi^i the pleaaaunce of Arcadian scenes, 
jj^^^ steals his silent arrows on my breast ; 

Of f ^jjg Qf -^ater, nor enamell'd greens, 
^ ^ Soothe my languish, or invite to rest. 
> ^J** <iear Iaitthb ! you alone impart 

^ ^pple of my eye, the life-blood of my heart. 



fl^, 



^t>i line of silk, with hook of barbed steel, 
. ^^ath this oaken umbrage let us lay, 
~3^^ from the water's crystal bosom steal 
mJ^*^ the grassy bank the finny prey : 
,^^ perch, with purple speckled manifolA ; 
*^^ eel, in silver labrinth self roU'd ; 
^^ carp, all-bumish'do'er with dropsof scaly gold. 

i k 
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Or shall the meads invite, with Iris* hues 
And nature's pencil gay diversify'd, 
(For now the son has lick*d away the dews) ; 
Fair flashing, and bedeck'd like virgin bride? 
Thither (for they invite us) well repair ; 
Collect and weave whatever is sweet and fair, 
A posy for thy breast, a garland for thy haii*. 

Fair is the lilly, clad in balmy snow ; 
Sweet is the rose, of spring the smiling eye : 
Nipt by the winds, their heads the lilies bow ; 
Cropt by the hand, the roses fade and die. 
Though now in pride of youth and beauty dre 
think, Ianthe, cruel time lays waste 
The roses of the cheek, the lilies of the breast. 

Weep not ; but rather, taught by this, impro' 
The present freshness of thy springing prime : 
Bestow thy graces on the God of love. 
Too precious for the wither'd arms of Time. , 
In chaste endearments, innocently gay, 
Ianthe I now, now love thy spring away ; 
Ere cold October blasts despoil the bloom of I 



FLIGHT OF THE SOUL. 

Tell me, thou Soul of her I love. 
Ah ! tell me-, whither art thou fled ; 

To what delightful world above. 
Appointed for the happy dead ? 

Or dost thou, free, at pleasure roam. 
And sometimes share thy lover's wqjb. 

Where, void of thee, his cheerless homa 
Can now^ alas ! no comfort know I 



LOTE POEMg. 373 



Oh ! if thou hover'st round my walk, 
While, under every well-known tree, 

I to thy fancied Shadow talk. 
And every tear is full of thee : 

Should then the weary eye of grie^ 
Beside some sympathetic stream, 

In slumher find a short relief, 
Oh, visit thou my soothing dream'! 



TO AMANDA. 

Unless with my Amanda blest, 
In vain I twine the woodhine bowery 

Unless to deck her sweeter breast, 
In vain I rear the breathing flower J 

Awaken'd by the genial year. 
In vain the birds around me sing ; 

In vain the freshening fields appear : 
Without my Love there is no sprinj. 



BASHFUL LOVE. 

Uabd is the fate of him who loves. 
Yet dares not tell his trembling pain 

But to the sympathetic groves, 
But to the lonely listening plain. 

Oh ! when she blesses next your shade ; 

Oh 1 when her footsteps next are seen. 
In flowery tracts along the mead. 

In fresher mazes o'er the green ; 
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Te gentle Spirits of the Yale, 
To vhom the tears of loye are dear, 

From dying lilies waft a gale, 
'And sigh my sorrows in her ear : 

Oh, tell her what she cannot blame. 

Though fear my tongue must ever bind ; 

Oh, tell her, that my virtuous flame 
Is as her spotless soul refin'd. 

Kot her own guardian angel eyes 
With chaster tenderness his care ; 

Not purer her own wishes rise. 
Not holier her owb sighs in pray'r. 

But if, at first> her Tirgm fear 
Should start at Love's suspected name, 

"With that of Friendship sooth her ear — 
True love and friendship are the same ! 



THE NIGHTINGALE. 

NiGHTiNaALE, best poet of the grove I 

That plaintive strain can ne'er belong to thee, 
Blest in the full possession of thy love : 

lend that strain, sweet Nightingale to me I . 

Tia mine, alas I to nioum my wretched fate: 

1 love a maid who all my bosom charms. 
Yet lose my days without this lovely mate ; 

Inhuman fortune keeps her from my amu. 

Yon, happy birds ! by nature's simple laws 
Lead your soft lives, sustain'd by natoxe'a fkre ; 

Yon dwell wherever roving fancy draws. 
And love and song is all your pleasing care : 
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But we, vain slaves of interest and of pride. 
Dare not be blest, ket envnnu tongue should blame ; 

And hence, in vain I languish for my bride : 
O iQOunr with me, sweet bird! ray helpless flame. 



TO DELIA. 

Faint is my bounded bUss : not I refase 
To range where diusies open, rivers roll. 

Whose prose or song the languid hours amuse. 
And sooth the fond impatience of my soul. . 

A while 111 weave the roofs of jasmine bowers, 
And urge with trivial cares the loitering year; 

A while m prune my grove, protect my flowers. 
Then, unlamented, press an early bier! 

Of these lov'd flowers the lifeless corse may share. 
Some hireling hand a fading wreath bestow ; 

The rest will breathe as sweet, will glow as fair 
As when their master smiUd to see them glow : 

The sequent mom shall wake the silvan quii-e ; 

The kid again shall wanton ere 'tis noon ; 
Nature will smile, will wear her best attire: 

Ohj let not gentle Delia smUeso soon, /— 

While the rude hearse conveys me slow away. 
And careless eyes my vulgar fate proclaim, 

liet thy kind tear my utmost worth o'erpay. 
And, softly sighing, vindicate my fame> 

O Delia ! cheered by thy superior praise, 
I bless the silent path the Fates decree; 

Pleas'd, from the list of my inglorious days, 

To raise iSoA moments crowu'd with bliss and thee ! 
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VENUS AND FLORIO. 

The star •of Venus ushers in the day. 
The first the loveliest of the train that shine ! 

The star of Venns lends her brightest ray 
When other stars their friendly beams resign. 

Still in my breast one soft desire remains, 
Pare as that star, from guilt, from interest free : 

Has gentle Delia trip'd across the plains. 
And need I, Florio, name that wish to thee ? 

While, cloy*d to find the scenes of life the same, 
I tune with careless hand my languid lays. 

Some secret impulse wakes my former flame. 
And fires my strain with hopes of brighter days. 

I slept not long beneath yon rural bowers ; 

And lo I my crook with flowers adom*d I see : 
Has gentle Delta bound my crook with flowers. 

And need I, Florio, name my hopes to thee ! 



BEAUTY'S UNIVERSAL POWER. 

Perhaps it is not love (said I) 
That melts my soul, when Flavia's nigh; 
Where wit and sense like her's agree, 
One may be pleas*d, and yet be free. 

The beauties of her polish'd mind. 
It needs no. lover's eyes to find; 
The hermit, freezing in his cell. 
Might wish the gentle Flatia well. 

• It is not love ;*— averse to bear 
J]}e servile chain that lovers wear I 
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Let, let me all my fears remove. 
My doubts dispel— it is not love ! 

Oh I when did wit so brightly shine 
In any form less fair than thine ? 
It is— it is Love's subtle fire ; 
And under friendship lurks desire J 



A PASTORAL BALLAD-IN FOUR PARTS. 



Ye shepherds so cheerfal and gay. 

Whose flocks never carelessly roam. 
Should Corydon's happen to stray. 

Oh ! call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to muse and to sigh, 

Kor talk of the change that ye find ; 
None once was so watchful as I ; 

I have left my dear Phillis behind. 

Now I know what it is to have strove 

With the torture of doubt and desire ; 
What it is to admire and to love, 

And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah, lead forth my flock in the mom. 

And the damps of each evening repel ; 
Alas ! I am faint and forlorn : — 

I have bade my dear Phillis farewell ! 

Since Phillis vouchsaf d me a look, 
I never once dreamt of my vine ; 

May I lose both my pipe and my crook. 
If I knew of a kid that was mine : 



\ 
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I priz*d every ho,ur that went by. 
Beyond all that had pleas'd me before ; 

But now they are past, and I sigh ; 
And I grieve that I priz'd them no more.. 

But why do I languish in vain. 

Why wander thus pensively here \ 
Oh ! why did I come from the plain 

Where I fed on the smiles of my dear? 
They tell me, my favourite maid. 

The pride of that valley, is flown : 
Alas ! where with her I have stray'd, 

I eould wander with pleasure, alone. 

When forced the fair nymph to forego, , 

What anguish I felt at my heart 1 
Y6t I thought— but it might not be so ! — 

'Twas with pain that she saw me depait : 
She gaz'd, as I slowly withdrew ; 

My path I eould hardly discern ; 
So sweetly she bade me adieu, 

1 thought that she bade me return. 

The pilgrim that Journeys all day 

To visit some far distant shrine, 
If he bear but a relique away. 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus, widely remov'd from the fair, 

Where my vows, my devotion I owe ; 
Soft hope is the relique I bear,. 

And my solace wherever I go. ^ 

HOPE. 

My banks they are fumish'd with bees. 
Whose murmur invites one to sleep : 

My grottos are shaded with trees ; 
And my hills are white over with sheep. 
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I seldom have met with a loss, 
Such health do my fountains bestow ; 

My fountains all border'd with moss, 
Where the hare-bells and yiolets grow. 

Not a pine in my grove is there seen. 

But with tendrils of woodbine is bound ; 
Not a beech's more beautiful green. 

But a sweet-briar entwines it around : 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year. 

More charms than my cattle unfold ; 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 

But it glitters with fishes of gold. 

One would think, she might like to retire 
To the bower I have labour'd to rear : 

Npt a shrub that I heard her admire, 
But I hasted and planted* it there ! 

how sudden the jessamine strove 
With the lilac, to render it gay 1 

Already it calls for my love, 
To prune the wild branches away. 

From the plains, from the woodlands, and groves. 

What strains of wild melody flow I 
How the nightingales warble their loves. 

From thickets of roses that blow I 
And when her bright form shall appear; 

Each bird shall harmoniously join 
In a concert so soft and so dear. 

As she may not be fond to resign^ 

1 have found out a gift for my fair, 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed; 
But let me that plunder forbear : 

She will say, * 'twas a barbarous deed!* 
For he ne'er could be true, she averr'd. 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young ; 
And I lov'd her the more when I heard 

Such tenderness fall from her tongue. 
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I have heard her with sweetness unfuid 

How that Pity was due to a dove : 
That it ever attended the bold ; 

And she calPd it the sister of Love. 
Bat her words such a pleasure convey, 

So much I her accents adore. 
Let her sx)eak, and whatever she say, 

Methinks I should love her ihe moce ! 

Can a bosom, so gentle, xemain 

Unmov'd when her Corydon sighs .? 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain. 

These plains and this valley despise ? 
Dear regions of silence and shade ! 

Soft scenes of contentment and ease ! 
Where I could have pleasingly stray'd, 

If aught in her absence •could please. 

But where does my Phillida stray i 

And where are her grots and her bow'rs? 
Are the groves and the vallies as gay, 

And the shepherds as gentle as 6urs ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair. 

And the face of the vallies as fine ; 
The swains may in manners -compare. 

But their love is not equal to mine. 

SOUOITUBE. 

Why will you my passion reprove ? 

Why term it a folly to grieve ? 
Ere I show you the charms of my lore. 

She is fairer than you can believe : 
With her mien, she enamours the brave ; 

With her wit, she engages the free ; 
With her modesty, pleases the grave; 

She is every way pleasing to me. 



L 
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! yon that have been of her train, 
CJome and join in my amoroos lays : 

1 could lay down my life for the swain 
That will sing hat a song in her praise. 

When he sings, may the nymphs of the town 
Come trooping and listen the while! 

Nay, on him let not Phillida frown ; 
But I cannot allow her to smile. 

For when Paridel tries in the dance 

Any favour with Phillis to find, 
Oh, how with one trivial glance 

Might she ruin the peace of my mind ! 
In ringlets he dresses his hair. 

And his crook is bestudded around 
And his pipe— oh, my Phillis, beware 

Of a magic there is in the sound ! — 

'Tis his with moek passion to glow ; 

'Tis his in smooth tales to unfold, 
' How her face is as bright as the snow ; 

And her bosom, be sure, is as cold : 
How the nightingales labour the strain. 

With the notes of his charmer to vie ; 
How they vary their accents in vain, 

Bepine at her triumphs, and die.* 

To the grove or gai-den he strays, 

And pillages every sweet ; 
Then, suiting the wreath to bis lays. 

He throws it at Phillis's feet. 

• Phillis,* he whispers, ' more fair. 

More sweet than the jessamine's flower I 
What are pinks in a mom to compare ? 
What is eglantine after a shower? 

* Then, the lily no longer is white ; 

Then, the rose is depriv'd of its bloom : 
Then, the violets die with despight ; 
And the woodbines give up their perfume I' 



nS2 LOVE POEMS. 



L 



Thus glide the soft numhers along. 
And he fancies no shepherd his peer ; 

Yet I never should envy the song, 
Were not Phillis to lend it an ear. 

Let his crook be with hyacinths bonnd, 

So Phillis the trophy despise ; 
Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd. 

So they shine not in Phillis*s eyes. 
The language that flows from the heart 

Is a stranger to Paridel's tongue : 
Yet may she beware of his art, 

Or sure I must envy the song I 

DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Ye shepherds give ear to my lay. 

And take no more heed of my sheep ; 
They have nothing to do but to stray, 

I have nothing to do but to weep I 
Yet do not my folly reprove : 

She was fair—and my passion begun j 
•She smil'd — and I could not but love ; 

She is faithless— and I am undone. 

Perhaps I was void of all thought : 

Perhaps it was plain to foresee. 
That a nymph so'complete would be sought 

By a swain more engaging than me. 
Ah! love every hope can inspire ; 

It banishes wisdom the while ; 
And the lip of the nymph we admire 

Seems for ever adom'd with a smile. 

•She is faithless, and I am undone ! 

Ye that witness the foes I endure; 
Let reason Instruct you to shun 

What it cannot instruct you to cureu 



LOVE POEMS. 3S3 



Beware, how you loiter in vain 
Amid nymphs of a higher degree : 

It is not for me to explain 
How fair, and how fickle they be. 

Alas I from the day that we met, . 

What hope of an end to my woes j 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my repose ? 
Tet time may diminish the pain : 

The flower, and the shrub, and the tree. 
Which I rear'd for her pleasure in vain. 

In time may have comfort for me ! 

The sweets of ^dew-sprinkled rose, 

The sound of a murmuring stream. 
The peace which from solitude flows, 

Henceforth shall be Corydon's theme. 
High transports are shown to the sight, 

But we are not to find them our own ; 
Fate never bestow'd such delight. 

As I with my Phillis had known. 

ye woods, spread your branches apace; 
To your deepest recesses I fly ; 

1 would hide with the beasts df the chase ; 
I would vanish from every ej'e ! 

Yet my reed shall resound through the gn>ve 
With the same sad complaint it begun ; 

How she smil'd, and I could not but love ; 
Was faithless, and I am undoue I 
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THE LOVER AND THE FRIEND. 

THOU, for whom my lyre I string. 
Of whom I speak, and tiiink, and siDg I 
Thou constant object of my joys, 
Whose sweetness every wish employs! 
Thou dearest of thy sex attend, 

And hear the Lover and the Friend: 

Fear not the poet's flattering strain; 
No idle praise my verse shall stain : 
The lowly numbers shall impart 
The faithful dictates of my heart ; 
Nor humble modesty ofifend. 
And part the Lover from the Frieud. 

Not distant is the cruel day 
That tears me from my hopes away ; 
Then frown not. Fairest! if I try 
To steal the moisture from your eye ; 
Or force your heart a sigh to send; 
To mourn the Lover and the Friend. 

No perfect joy my life e*er knew. 
But what arose from love and you ;: 
Nor can I fear another pain 
Than your unkindness or disdain ; 
Then let your looks their pity lend,. 
To cheer the Lover and the Friend. 

"Whole years I strove againstthe llame^ 
And suffered ills that want a name, 
Yet still the painful secret keep. 
And to myself in silence wept ; 
Till, grown unable to contend, 

1 own'd the Lover and the Friendi I 
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I saw you still. — ^Your generous heai-t 
In all my sorrows bore a part : 
Yet, whUe your eyes with pity glow'd, 
No words of hope your tongue bestow'd; 
But, mildly, bid me cease to blend 
The name of Lover with the Frienii 

Sick with desire, and mad with pain, 
I seek for happiness in vain : 
Thou lovely maid ! to thee I cry. 
Heal me with kindness, or I die ; 
From sad despair my soul defend. 
And fix the Lover and the Friend I 

Curs'd be all wealth, that can destroy 
My utmost hope of earthly joy 1 
Thy gifts, fortune ! I resign. 
Let her and poverty be mine ! 
And every year that life shall knd. 
Shall bless the Lover and the FrieniL 

In vain, Alas ! in vain I strive 
To keep a dying hope alive ! 
The last sad remedy remains ; 
'Tis absence that must heal my pains, 
Thy image from my bosom rend. 
And force the Lover from the Friend. 

Yain thought! though seas between us roll, 

Thy love is rooted in my soul j 

The vital flood that warms my heart 

With thy idea must depart ; 

And death's decisive stroke must end 

At once, the Lover and the Friend I 
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-"NO, Nor 

That Jenny's my friend, my delight, and my prl 
I always have boasted, and seek not to hide.; 
I dwell on her praises wherever I go. 
They say Tm in love, but I answer "no, ng." 

At evening, oft times, with what pleasure I see 
A note from her hand, " Til be with you at tea 
My heart how it bounds, when I hear her below 
But say not 'tis love, forfI«nswer "«>, no." 

feHie sings me a song, and I echo each strain, 
"Again," I cry, "Jenny I sweet Jenny, again V 
I kiss her soft lips, as if there I could grow. 
And fear I'm in love, though I answer " no, n»i 

She tells me her faults, as she sits on my knee ; 
I chide her, and swear she's an angel to me : 
My shoulder she taps, and still bids me think 8( 
^Vho knows but she loves, though she tells me -* 

Yet such is my temper, so dull am I grown, 
I ask not her heart, but would conquer my own 
Her bosom's soft peace shall I seek to o'erthrow 
And wish to persuade, while I answer "no, no! 

From beauty, and wit, and good humour, ah ! w 
Should prudence advise, and compel me to fly ? 
Thy bounties, fortune ! make hcuste to'bestow, 
And let me deserve her; or still I «ay, *'-Boi" 
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TO KITTY. 

Amid thy native mountains, Cambrian Fair! 
Were some lone plant supported by thy care, 
Sav'd from the blast, from winter's chillinp^ powers. 
In vernal suns, in vernal shades and showers. 
By thee, reviving ; did the favor'd tree 
Exist, and blossom, and mature by thee ; 
To that selected plant did Heaven dispenfto. 
With vegetable life, a nobler sense ; 
Would it not bless thy virtues ? gentle Maid! 
Would it not woo thy beauties to it's shade ? 
Bid all its buds in rich luxuriance shoot. 
To crown thy summer with autumnal fruit ; 
Spread all its leaves, a pillow to thy rest ; 
Give all its flowers to languish on thy breast ; 
Reject the tendrils of the 'uxorious vine. 
And stretch its longing arms^to circle thine I 
Tea ; in Creation's intellectual reign, 
Where life, sense, reason, with progressive chain 
Dividing, blending, form th' harmonious whole : 
That plant am I, distinguish'd by a souL 



UNCHANGING LOVE. 

What I bid me seek another Fair, 
In untried paths of female wiles ? 

And posies weave of other hair. 
And bask secure in other smiles ? 

Thy friendly stars no longer prize. 

And light my course by other eyes ? 

Ah, no !— my dying lips shall close, 
Unalter'd love, as faith, professing ; 

Nor, praising him who life bestows. 
Forget who makes that gift a blessing i 
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My last address to Heaven is due ; 
Tbe last but one is all — to yoa. 



IMITATION OP MAKTIAL. 

CouE, Ch\oe, and give me sweet kisses. 

For sweeter sure girl never gave ! 
But why, in the midst of my blisses. 

Do you ask me how many I'd have ? 
Fm not to be stinted in pleasure, 

Then prithee, my charmer, be kind ; 
For whilst I love thee above measure. 

To numbers I'll ne'er be confin'd. 

Count the bees that on Hybla are playing. 

Count the flowers that enamel its fields ; 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are strayiqg. 

Or the grain that rich Sicily yields : 
Go number the stars in the heaven. 

Count how many sands on the shore : 
When so many kisses ygu've given, 

I still shall be craving for more. 

To a heart full of love, let me hold thee ; 

To a heart which, dear Chloe, is thine t 
With my arms 111 for ever enfold thee. 

And twist round thy limbs like a vine. 
What joy can be greater than this is I — 

My life on thy lips shall be spent I 
But the wretch that can number his kisses, 

With few will be ever content. 
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TO MISS S. 

The fates ordain, we most obey ! 
This, this is doom'd to be the day. 

The hoar of war draws near; 
The eager crew, with busy care. 
Their instruments of death prepare, 

And banish every fear. 

The martial trumx)ets call to arms, 
Each breast with such an ardour warms 

As Britons only know : 
The flag of battle, waving high. 
Attracts with joy each Briton's eye ; 

With terror strikes the foe. 

Amidst this nobly awful scene. 
Ere yet fell slaughter's rage begin. 

Ere death his conquests swell ; 
Let me to love this tribute pay. 
For Mart frame the parting lay — 

Perhaps, my last "farewell.'** 

For since full low among the dead- 
Must many a gallant youth be laid, 

Ere this day's work be o'er : 
Perhaps ev'n I, with joyful eyes . 
That saw this morning's sun arise. 

Shall see it rise no more. 

My love, that ever burnt so true, 
That but for thee no wishes knew, 

My heart's fond, best desire ! 
Shall be remember'd ev'n in death ; 
And only with my latest breath, 

With life's last pang expire. 
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And when, dear Maid! my fate you hear, 
(Sure love like mine demands one tear. 

Demands one heartfelt sigh !) 
My past sad errors, forgive f 
Let my few virtues only live. 

My follies with me die.. 

Bat, hark ! the voice of battle calls ! 
Loud thundering from the towery walls. 

Now roars the hostile gun ; 
Adieu, dear Maid !— with ready feet 
I go, prepar*d the worst to meet : 

Thy will, O God, he done! 



THE WANDERING LOVER. 

Farewell, companion? of my secret sighs. 
Love-haunted streams, and vales besprent with dc 

Pensive I see the ridgy hills arise. 
Which must for ever hide you from my view. 

A fleeting shadow was my promised peace. 
The baseless fabric of a dream, my rest ; 

I laid me down in confidence of ease, 
Andmeedless sorrow burst my bleeding breast. 

See, yonder fleets the visionary scheme. 

The fond illusion of a simple mind — 
The sweets of love,— the solitary stream. 

The fragrant meadow, and the whispering wind ! 

Say, my Eliza ! was it foncied bliss 
You used to picture, by yon falling rill ? 

O," say, where is it ?— must it end in this ? 
still deceive, and I'll believe yon still ! 
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Say fortune yet Las happier days in store. 

Days big with transport, and with raptoies new : 

O ! say Pm your's; I ask, I hope no more ; 
But only say so, and 111 think it true. 

Bat whither wanders my distempered hrain. 

On seas of fancy and vagary tost ? 
Before me lies a bleak extended plain, 

And loTe and rapture are for ever lost t 

Kight, raven-wing*d, usurps her peaoefal reign ; 

Sleep's lenient balsam stills the voice of woe ; 
A keener breeze breathes o*er the lowly plain, 

And'pebbly rills in deeper murmurs flow. 

The paly moon through yonder dreary grove, 
The screech-owl's haunt, emits a feeble ray ; 

The plumy warblers quit the song of love. 
And dangle, slumb'ring, on the dewy spray. 

The mastiff, conscious of the lover's tread, 
With wakeftd yell the listening Maid alarms, 

Who, loosely rob'd, forsakes the downy bed, 
And springs reserveless to his longing arms. 

O, happy he ! who, with the maid he loves, 
Thus toys, endearing, on the twilight green, 

While all is rapture, Cupid's self approves, 
And Jove, consenting, veils the tender scene. 

O, happy he! by gracious fate allow* d. 
At dusky eve, to clasp the slender waist, 

Press the soft lip, dissolve the silky shroud, 
And feel the heavings of a love-sick breast. 

Onoe mine the bliss :— But now, with plaintive care, 
I, lonely wandering, tune the voice of woe ! 

And, patient, brave the chilly midnight air. 
Where wild woods thicken, and where waters flow. 



; 
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IDEAL BEAUiy. 

A KYMPH of every chann possess'd 

That native virtue gives, 
Within my bosom, aU-oonfess'd^ 

In bright idea lives. 
For her my trembling numbers play 

Along the pathless deep, 
While, sadly social with my lay,' 

The winds in concert weep. 

If beauty's sacred influence charms 

The rage of adverse fate. 
Say, why the pleasing soft alarms 

Such cruel pangs create T 
Since all her thoughts, by sense refin'd. 

Unartful truth express. 
Say, wherefore sense and truth are join'd 

To give my soul distress ? 

If when her blooming lips I press, 

Which vernal fragrance fills. 
Through all my veins the sweet ezoesa 

In trembling motion thrills ; 
Say, whence tiiis secret anguish grows. 

Congenial with my joy ? 
And why the touch, where pleasure glows. 

Should vital peace destroy f 

If when my Fair in melting song 

Awakes the vocal lay, 
Not all your notes, ye Phocian throng^ 

Such pleasing sounds convey ; 
Thus wrapt all o*er with fondest love. 

Why heaves this broken sigh f 
For then my blood forgets to movei 

I gaze, adore, and <Ue. 
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Accept, my charming Maid, the straia 

Which yoa alone inspire ; 
To thee the dying strings complain. 

That qniver on my lyre. 
O I give this bleeding bosom ease. 

That knows no joys but thee : 
Teach me thy happy heart to please. 

Or deign to love like me I 



IMPERISHABLE LOVE. 

" Gods ! shall a sordid son of earth 
Enfold a form of heavenly birth. 

And ravish joys divine ? 
An angel bless vnconscioas arms ? 
The circle of sorrender'd charms 

CJnhallow'd hands entwine H— 

The absent day— the broken dream — 
The vision wild— the sndden scream- 
Tears, that unbidden flow ! — 
Ah ! let no sense of griefs profound, 
Tliat beauteous bosom ever wound 
With unavailing woe! 



* 



Ilowe'er the wi»d of fortune blows. 
Or sadly-severing Fate dispose 

Our everlasting doom ; 
Impressions never felt before. 
And transports to rfftum no more, 

Will haunt me to the tomb ! 

My God I the pangs of nature past. 
Will e'er a ^ind remembrance last 
Of pleasures sadly sweet t 
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Can love assume a calmer name? 
My eyes with £riendslup*s angel-flame 
An angeVs beauty meet ? 

Ah! should that first of finer forms- 
Require, through life's impending stbrms^ 

A sympathy of soul ; 
The lov'd Maria of the mind 
Will send me, on the wings of wind^ 

To Indus or the Pole !' * 



FAIR MARIA. 

lilABiA, come I Now let us rove ; 
Now gather garlands in the grove^ 

Of every new-sprung flbwer ; 
We'll hear the warblings of the woodf 
We'll trace the windings of the flood i 
O come thou, fairer than the bud' 

Unfolding in a shower ! 

Fair as the lily of the vale. 
That gives it's bosom to the gaTo; 

And opens in the sun ! 
And sweeter than thy favourite dove, 
The Venus of the vernal grove. 
Announcing to the choirs of love 

Their time of bUss begun ! 

Now, now thy Spring of life appears ; 
Fair in the morning of thy years, 

And May of beauty crown'd : 
Now vernal visions meet thine eyes. 
Poetic dreams to fancy rise. 
And brighter days in better skies j 

Elysium blooms around I 
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Now is the morning of thy day : 
But, ah ! the morning flies away. 

And youth is on the wing ; 
'Tis Nature's voice — * ! pull the rose. 
Now while the bud in beauty blows. 
Now while its opening leaves disclose 

The incense of the Spring !* 

What youth, high-favour'd of the skies, 
What youth shall win the brightest prize 

That Nature has in store-? 
Whose conscious eyes shall meet with thine f 
Whose arms thy yielding waste entwine I 
Who, ravish*d with thy charms divine, 

Requires of Heaven no more ? 

Not happier the primeval Ptiir, 
When new-made earth, supremely fair; 

Smil'd in her virgin Spring : 
When all was fair to God's own eye ; 
AVhen stars consenting sung on high, 
And all Heaven's chorus made the sky 

With hallelujahs ring ! 



TO SLEEP. 

In vain I court, till dawning light. 
The coy divinity of night ; 
Bestless from side to side I turn ; 
Arise, ye musings of the mom ! 

Oh, Sleep I though banished from these eyes, 
In visions fair to Delia rise ; 
And o'er a dearer form diffuse 
Thy healing balm, thy lenient dews. 
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Blest be her nighty as infant's rest 
Lull'd on the fond maternal breast ; 
Who, sweetly-playful, smiles in sleep, 
Nor knows that he is bom to weep. 

Kemove the terrors of the night. 
The phantom-forms of wild affright, 
The shrieks from precipice or flood. 
And starting scene that swims with blood. 

Lead her aloft to blooming bowers. 
And beds of amaranthine flowers, 
And golden skies, and glittering streams, 
That paint the paradise of dreams. 

Venus ! present a lover near ; 
And gently whisper in her ear 
His woes, who, lonely and forlorn, 
Counts the slow clock from night till faiom. 

Ah ! let no portion of my pain, 
Save just a tender trace, remain j 
Asleep consenting to be kind. 
And wake with Daphnis in her mind. 



TO NANCY. 

Nancy, wilt thou go with me. 

Nor sigh to leave the flaunting town ; 
Can silent glens have charms for thee, 

The lowly cot and russet gown ? 
No longer dress'd in silken sheen. 

No longer deck'd with jewels rare. 
Say, can'st thou quit each courtly scene 

\yhere thoa wert fairest of the fair if 



^ 
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O Nancy ! when thou'rt far away. 

Wilt thou not cast a wish behind ? 
Say, can'st thon face the parching ray, 

Nor shrink before the wintry wind ? 
Oh ! can that soft and gentle mien 

Extremes of hardship learn to bear, 
Nor, sad, regret each courtly scene. 

Where thou wert fairest of the fair? 

Nancy ! can*st thou love so true, 

Through perils keen with me to go, 
Or when thy swain mishap shall rue. 

To share with him the pang of woe ? 
Say, should disease or pain befall. 

Wilt thou assume the nurse's care ; 
Nor wistful those gay scenes recall 

Where thou wert fairest of the fair ? 

And when, at last, thy love shall die, 

Wilt -thou receive his parting breath? 
Wilt thou repress each struggling sigh. 

And cheer with smiles the bed of death ? 
And wilt thou o'er his breathless clay 

Strew flowers, and drop the tender tear ? 
Nor then regret those scenes so gay. 

Where thou wert fairest of the fair f 



LOVE AND BEAUTY. 

Whebb the loveliest expression to features is join'd. 
By Nature's most delicate pencil design'd ; 
Where blushes unbidden, and smiles without art, 
Speakthe softness andfeeling that dwell in the heart ; 
Where in manners, enchanting, no blemish we trace. 
But the soul keeps the promise we had from the face ; 
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Sure philosophy, reason, and coldness mast prove 

Defences unequal to shield us from lore : 

Then tell me, mysterious Enchanter, oh, tell! 

By what wonderful art, by what magical spell. 

My heart is so fenc'd that for once I am wise, 

And gaze without rapture on Amoret's eyes ; 

That my wishes, which never were bounded before. 

Are here bounded by friendship, and ask for no more? 

Is it reason ? — No ; that my whole life will belie. 

For who so at variance as reason and I ? 

Ambition, that fills up each chink of my heart. 

Nor allows any softer sensation a part ? 

0, no ! for in this all the world must agree. 

One folly was never sufficient for me. 

Is my mind on distress too intensely employed. 

Or by pleasure relaz'd, by variety cloy*d ? 

For alike in this only, enjoyment and pain 

Both slacken the springs of those nerves which they st 

That I've felt each reverse that from fortune can flow, 

That I've tasted each bliss that the happiest know. 

Has still been the whimsical fate of my life. 

Where anguish. and Joy have been ever at strife : 

But, though vers'd in extremes both of pleasure and pai 

I am still but too ready to fieel them again. 

If, then, for this once in my life, I am free. 

And escape from a snai-e might catch wiser than me ; 

'Tis that beauty alone but imperfectly charms ; 

For though brightness may dazzle,, 'tis kindness that wi 

As on suns in the winter with pleasure we gaze. 

But feel not their warmth, though their splendor we pi 

So beauty our just admiration may claim. 

But love, andio'ce only, .the heart .can enflarae ! 



\ 
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LOVE'S INDICATOR. 

Mark'd you her cheek of roseate hue ? 
Mark'd you her eye of radiant blue ?— 
That eye, in liquid circles moving I 
That cheek, abash 'd at man's approving 1 
The onfi Love's arrows darting round. 
The other blushing at the wound. 



THE GIPSY. 

As Ann and her sister Kate, at even-tide. 
Sat in a shady grove, a cool retreat ; 

A wandering vagrant, of the gipsy tribe, 
Approach'd the sisters, with her stealthy feet. 

These shunned outcasts beast birt little store. 
Though taking anything their hands can clutch ; 

Great skill in palmistry they have, and mnre 
To conjure clean away the gold they touch. 

Taking the hand of Ann, the beldame said— 
<' Lady, the lines upon your hand do prove 

That him with whom you are about to wed, 
Will render unto you love for lave.** 



HUSH THAT SIGH. 

Dbied be that tear, my gentlest Love 1 
Be hnsh'd that struggling sigh. 

Not Season's day, nor Fate shall prove 
More fiz'd, more true than 1 1 
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Hush'd be that sigh, be diy that tear ; 
Cease boding doubt, cease anxiooa fear. 

Doat ask how long my vows shall stay. 
When all that's new is past ? 

How long ? my Delia ! can I say 
How long my life will last? 

Dried be that tear, be hnsh*d that sigh. 

At least I'll love thee till I die. 

And does that thought affect thee too. 
The thought of Sylvio's death ; 

That he, who only breathes for you. 
Must yield that faithful breath ? 

Hush'd be that sigh, be dry that tear. 

Nor let us lose our heaven while hei-e! 



THE INVITATION. 

Fair Lady, leave parade and show, 
leave thy courtly guise a while : 
For thee the vernal breezes blow, 
And groves, and flowery valleys smile : 

For no conceited selfish pride 
Corrupts thy taste for rural joy : 
Nor can thy gentle heart abide 
The taunting lip, or scornful eye. 

Nor scorn, nor envy harbour here^ 
Nor discord, nor profane desires : 
No flattery shall offend thine ear. 
For love our faithful song insplraa. 
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When smiling morn ariseth gay, 
Gilding the dew-drops on the lawn, 
Our flocks on flowery uplands stray^ 
Our songs salute the rosy dawn. 

When noon-tide scorchetl! all the hilTa^ 
And all the flowers and' herbage fade, 
We seek the cool refreshing rills 
That warble through the gi'een-wood glade. 

But when the lucid star of eve 
Shines in the western sky serene. 
The swains and shepherdesses weav« 
Fantastic measures on the green. 

Lady ! change ttiy splendid state. 
With us a shepherdess abide ; 
Contentment dwells not with the great. 
But flies from avarice and pride. 

The groves invite thee ; and our vale, 
Where every fragrant bud that blows. 
And every stream, and'every gale 
Will yield thee pastime and repose. 



MELANCHOLY. 

Cease to blame- my melancholy. 
Though, with sighs and folded arms, 
I muse in silence on her charms ; 

Censure not— I know 'tis folly. 

Yet, these mournful thoughts possessing, 
Such delight I find in grief. 
That, could Heaven afford relief, 

My fond heart would seom the blessing 

2 c 
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TO 



Ir in tliat breast, so good, so pnre. 

Compassion ever lov*d to dweU, 
Pity the sorrows I endare, 

Hie cause — ^I nmsTl not— dare not tell. 

The grief that on my qaiet preys, 

That rends my heart, that checks my tongue 
I fear will last me all my days. 

But feel it will not 9adt rae long 1 



ODE TO THE WIND. 

Sweet silent Breeze of the Noon I to thee 
The proudest bosom still is free : 
With softest murmur greet the Maid 
To whose cold heart my tows are paid. 
Full oft to thee, sweet soothing guest4 
She loosens all her snowy breast: 
And, oh 1 no gently-swelling sail 
That opens to thy passing gale;, 
E'er heav*d so lovely to the sight. 
As heaves that breast of soft delight ; 
Than winter's snow snore white. 

Each charm, which you alone may see, 
Eetuming, tell to none but me. 
Search all that courts, or shuns the eye. 
And mingle with her parting sigh ; 
Thy breath, thence fraught with balmy powej 
On eveiy weed shall leave a flower ; 
Tet none like that fair rose shall be, 
Which dyes her cheek when kiss*d by thee ! 
The morning's blush, or evening's glow. 
The bloomiog spring, or wat'ry bow, 
Ko tints so fair can show. 
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No sun shall drink its silken bloom, 
No wintry blasts its dyes consume ; 
Grief ne'er shall raise her banners pale, 
Where now those tints of health prevail ; 
Bet youth shall feed the glowing dyes, 
Unstained by sorrow's withering sighs : 
For ah, too well, alas ! I know 
She ne'er can feel a lover's woe! 
For had she known the secret pain, 
She ne er would woimd,- with such disdain, 
A heart that pines in vain. 

Ah plead, sweet Breeze ! a lover's jiart ; 
And pour thy mildness o'er her heart. 
Ah ! say, though Time goes softly past. 
He marks his footsteps plain atla^; 
And leaves them in the forest face. 
In waning Beauty's vacant place : 
Her cruel scorn at least reprove. 
Scorn is a hard reward for love. 
Ah ! bid her not her power abuse ^ 
Ah ! bid her not that heart refuse. 
Which she may grieve to lose I 



SONNET. 

'TIS not in Hymen's gay propitious hour. 
With summer beams and genial breezes blest. 
That man a Consort's worth approveth best : 

Tis when the skies with gloomy tempests lour. 

When cares and sorrows all their torrents pour. 
She clasps him closer to her hallow'd breast. 
Pillows his head, and lays his heart to rest ; 

Prying her cheek from sympathetic show'r. 

Thus when along Calabria's sulph'rous coast. 
Whilst lurid clouds hang low, and heaves the sea. 
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in damb suspense, as one in horror lost. 
Nature awaits some fell catastrophe ; 
The flight of selfish fowl no partner shares. 
Bat faithful turtles refuge seek in pairs. 



LINES 

INSORIBED ON THE TOMB OF LAURA, AND HEB INFANT S 

Go saint belov'd ! enjoy telestial rest ! 

Gk> in the strength of all-redeeming grace I 
Hejoin thy cherub babes in mansions blest! 

And seek thy great Creator face to face 1 

For sure of social and domestic love, 
A brighter model ne'er this earth hath trod! 

A purer angel of the realms above. 
Ne'er bore an infant spirit to his Qod, 



EVER FAITHFUL. 

The fatal moment I beheld 
Those eyes so fondly fiz'd on me. 

Some magio sure my heart compell*d 
To place its dearest hopes on thee ! 

And my true faith can alter never. 

Though thou art gone perhaps for ever. 

Nor dangers pasl^ nor woes to oome^ 
Thy image from my soul oan part; 

Through tears of anguish, to the tomb- 
'Twill follow this devoted heart: 

And my true faith oan alter never, 

Though thou art gone perhaps for eveR. 
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HOPE AND DESIRES. 

Fab, far from me my love is fled, 
In a light skiff he tempts the sea. 

The young Desires his sails have spread. 
And Hope his pilot deigns to be : 

The promis*d land of varied joys. 
Which so delights his fickle mind. 

In waking dreams his days employs. 
While I, poor I, sing to the wind. 

But young Desires grow old and die. 
And Hope no more the helm may steer^; 

Beneath a dark and stormy sky 
Shall fall the late repentant tear. 

While I, within my peaceful grot, 
May hear the distant tempest roar. 

Contented with my humble lot. 
In safety on the friendly shore. 



THINK ON MB, 

While I behold the moon's pale beam. 
Her light perhaps reflects on thee. 

As wandering near the silver stream. 
Thy sad remembrance turns to me. 

Ah, to forget I the wish were vain t 
Our souls were form'd thus fond to be ; 

No more I'll murmur and complain, 
For thou, my Love, wilt think on me. 
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Silent and sad, I take my way, 
As fortune deigns my bark to steer ; 

Of hope a faint and distant ray 
Our far-divided days aliall cheer. 

Ab ! to retnm, to meet again ! 

Dear blissfal thought ! with love and thee 1 
No more I mnrmor and'complain, 

For thouy my Love, wilt think on me. 



VOICE AND EYES OP THE DEPARTED ONE. 

TU5EFUL Voice I I still deplore 

Those accents which, though heard no more. 

Still vibrate on my heart ; 
In Echo's cave I long to dwell, 
And still would hear the sad ' Farewell !' 

When we'were doom*d to part. 

Bright Eyes F that the task were mine 
To guard the liquid fires that shine. 

And round your orbits play ; 
To watch them with a Vestal's care. 
And feed with smiles a light so fair, 

That it might ne'er decay* 



MEMORY'S RECOLLEOTIONa 

The season comes when first we met. 

But you return no more ! 
Why cannot I the days foiget. 

Which time can ne'er restore t 
1 days too sweet, too bright to las^ 
Are you indeed for ever past ? 
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The fleeting shadows of delighl^ 

In memory I trare ; 
In fancy stop their rapid flight, 

And all the last replace : 
But, ah ! I wake to endless woes. 
And tears the fading vinon dose f 



ALL-ABSOBBING LOVB, 

Wheh hollow bnrst the rushing wind. 
And heavy beats the shower, 

This anxious aching bosom finds 
No comfort in its power. 

For ah, my love ! it little knows 
What thy hard fate may be ; 

What bitter storm of fortune blows. 
What tempests trouble thee. 

A wayward Fate hath twin*d the thread 

On which our days depend. 
And darkling in the chequer*d shade. 

She draws it to an end. 

But whatsoe'er may be thy doom. 

The lot is cast for me ; 
Or in the world, or in the tomb, 

My heart is fix'd on thee 1 



SONNET. 

Pale virgin moon, and ever-burning choir, 
Te lamps, that clip the throne of night around! 
Oft, on my cheek, the sorrows have ye found. 
That burst, in torrents, from the fierce Desire^ 
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And flow, but vainly flow, to quench its tire : 
Oft, have ye beard my bitter sighs around. 
Oft, teen despair my bleeding heart-strings wound. 
And double strength from every wound acquire. 

Oh I speak, for ye have seen what inmates dwell 
In the soft mansion of my Ceaba's breast ; 
Does calm untroubled peace inhabit there ? 

Or, does her pity share the pangs I bear. 
And sympathetic sighs her bosom swell ? 
I wish— I fear— my sorrows break her rest! 



SONNET. 

SmcE, Clara, thou by Death's untimely hand 
Wert snatch'd from Earth, neglected have I rov'd ; 
Nor peace, nor hope, nor joy, nor comfort prov*d. 
A single stranger here below I stand. 

Idle spectator of the busy band. 
By follies acted or by passions mov*d; 
A naked wretch unloving and unlov'd ; 
And sighs and fruitless tears the hours demand. 

Nor source of act, nor ruling aim remains ; 
For whom shall now my happiness rejoice ? 
Or who shall gently sorrow for my woes ? 

One hope alone the tortur'd heart sustains. 
The grave to call me lifts its awful voice — 
" Oh come, thou mourner, and with me repose.** 



LOVE OF THE SOUL. 

'TIS not a cheek that boasts the ruby's glow. 
The neck of ivory, or the breast of snow ; 
'Tis not a dimple known so oft to charm. 
The hand's soft polish, or the tapering arm ; 
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Tis not the braided lock of golden hue, 

Nor reddening lip that swells with vernal dew ; 

Tis not a smUe that blooms with yonng desire ; 

Tis not an eye that sheds celestial fire ; 

No, Beua t these are not the spells that more 

My heart to fold thee in eternal love : 

But 'tis that Sonl, which from so fair a frame 

Looks forth, and tells ns— *twas from Heaven it came ! 



THE FAREWELL. 

Adiett, thon darling of my Heart, 
Whom never more these eyes shall see I 

Tet, once agaiff, before we part — 
Nymph of my Sonl I — again adieu t 

Tet one kiss more? this kiss, the last 
That I will ask or thou shalt give. 

Though on my lips it dies too fast. 
Shall always in my memory live. 

But thon each tender thought of me 
Blot out for ever from thy breast ; 

Nor heed what pangs I feel for thee. 
While with another Hwa art blest ! 

To Mni^ whom Heaven has made thy Mate, 
Thus, thus thy beauties I resign : 

He boasts, alas ! a happier fate. 
But not a purer flame than mine. 

Tet let him make thy bliss his care. 

As I (thou know*st it !) would have done; 

My love for thy sake he shall share. 
My envy only for his own. 



i 
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ODE TO FANCY. 

Thou ! whose empire Tmconfin'd 
Rules all the busy realms of Mind ! 

The slow-eyed Cares thy wild dominionr 
Confess, if thou thy rod extend, 
No more the sharp-fang*d sorrows rend. 

But hovering round on frolic pinion 
The laughing train of Joys descend. 

To soothe the woes of absent love. 
Come Fancy 1 now, what time above 

The full-orb'd moon/ that rose oil-glowing. 
Begins her lifted lamp to palto ; 
What time to charm the listening vale*. 

In liquid warbles fondly-flowing. 
Laments th* enamoured Nightingale* 

In softly-pleasing light the Queen 
Of Heaven arrays the blue serene ; 

Yet lovelier beams the gentle glory 
In Anna's azure eyes display*d : 
Sweet is the poet of the shade ; 

Yet sweeter than his warbled story 
Each sound from Anna's lip convey'd« 

Nor haply shall I ever find 
That tongue to me dbne unkind*, 

On every grief but mine so ready 
To bid the balm of comfort flow ; 
Nor shall that eye which every woe 

But mine can melt, thus ever steady 
To me alone no pity show. 

Like mine, her bosom now may feel 
The tender melancholy steal. 
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'iliough maiden modesty disnemble ; 
And now, while Memory brings again 
The Mnse which first revealed my pain, 

Th* isTolnntary tear may tremble, 
An^ own the triumph of the strain. 

So whispers Hope : by Fancy led 

She comes. With rosy wreaths her head, 

With rosy wreaths her sacred anchor 
Love intertwines— in vain employ ; 
For lo ! behind th* exnlting boy, 

With stifled smiles of patient rancour 
Creeps Mockery, watchful to destroy. 

Ah I still, though whisper*d to deceive. 
Let me thy flatteries, Hope, believe, 

Content from grief one hour to borrov; I 
Ah ! still, if o*er my distant way. 
As through the path of life I str^y. 

Hang gathering clouds of future sorrow, 
O Fancy ! gild them with thy ray. 



TO CYNTHIA. 

THOU I whose love-inspiring air 
Delights, yet gives athousand woes ; 

My day declines in dark despair, 
And night hath lost her sweet repose. 

Yet who, alas 1 like me was blest. 

To others ere thy charms were known ; 

When Fancy told my raptur'd breast. 
That CnrrHTA smil'd on me alone ? 
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Nymph of my soul 1 forgive my sighs : 
Forgive the jealous fires I feel ; 

Nor blame the trembling wretch who dies, 
When others to thy beauties kneel. • 

Lo I their's is every winning art, 
With Fortune's gifts, unknown to mo 1 

I only boast a simple heart, 
In love with Innocence and Thee! 



TO A KISS. 

Soft child of Love— thou balmy bliss. 
Inform me, delicious Kiss ! 
Why thou so suddenly art gone. 
Lost in the moment thou art won t 
Yet, go — ^for wherefore should I sigh? 
On Delia's lip, with raptur'd eye, 
On Delia's blushing lip I see 
A thousand full as sweet as thee I 




DELIA'S CHAfiMS. 

Doom'd by Fortune's fickle star. 
Dear Maid ! I seek the dangerous wave ; 

Condemned from thee to wander far. 
To Love and Delia's charms a slave. 

Yet, ere thy balmy lips I leave, 
And quit that bosom's snowy white. 

Oh! Nymph, my tears, my sighs receive ; 
And grant me thine, my last delight ! 
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On each bright tear shall Fancy dwell, 
And Memory each sigh restore : 

Thus doat upon the sweet farewell. 
Like misers on their golden store* 



TO MARF. 

Where art thou, Mart, pure as fair. 
And fragrant as the balmy air. 
That, passing, steals upon its wing 
The varied perfumes of the Spring t 
With tender bosom, white as snow j 
With auburn locks, that freely flow 
Upon thy marble neck ; with cheeks. 
On which the blush of morning breaks ; 
Eyes, in whose pure and heavenly beams 
The radiance of enchantment seems ; 
A voice, whose melting tones would still 
The madness of Revenge from ill ; 
A form of such a graceful mould. 
We scarce an earthly shape behold; 
A mind of so divine a fire. 
As angels only could inspire?— 
"Where art thou, Mary ? for the sod 
Is hallow'd, where thy feet have trod ; 
And every leaf that's touch *d by thee. 
Is sanctified, sweot Maid I to me. 
Where dost thou lean thy pensive head ? 
Thy tears what tender tale can shed ? 
Where dost thou stretch thy snowy arm. 
And with thy plaintive accents charm ? — 
But hold I that image through my frame 
Raises a wild tempestuous flame. — 
Ohl Mary, Marj^, let the tale 
0f luckier votaries prevail. 
And happier, happier days be thine : — 
I>ut.wx>tts andiphrenzy must be mine. 
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TO A LADY IN ILLNESS. 

New to the world, when all was fairy ground, 
And shapes romantic swam before my sight. 
Thy beauty caught my soul, and tints as bright, 
And fair as Fancy's dreams, in thee I found : 

In cold Experience when my hopes were drown'd. 
And life's dark clouds o'er-veil'd in mists of night 
The forms that wont to fill me with delight, 
Thy view again dispell'd the darkness round. 

Shall I forget thee, when the pallid cheek. 
The sighing voice, wan look, and plaintive air. 
No more the roseate hue of health bespeak ? 

Shall I neglect thee as no longer fair ? 
No, lovely Maid ! K in my heart I seek. 
Thy beauty deeply is^ngraven there. 



ON MUTUAL LOVE. 

Oh Love, requited Love, how fine thy thrills. 
That shake the trembling frame with ecstacy ; 
Ev'n every vein celestial pleasure fills. 
And inexpressive bliss is in each sigh ; 

In the tranc'd ear a&'rialonusic trills. 
Fairies enchanted radiance round supply. 
Nectar divine the magic cup distills. 
And heavenly 'figures dance before the eye: 

The dear adoied Beauty, who in tears. 
Seen through her smiles, has charm*dthe Lover's i 

An angel not of earthly mould appears ; 
And spreads enchantment wheresoe'er she goes. 
Oh Heaven, kind Heaven, that joy like this would 1 
But bliss is not for earth; doodi nse, the viskm'a 
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AFAEEWELL. 

Once more^ enchanting Gid, adieal 
I must be gone, whUe jet I may. 
Oft shall I weep to think of yon ; 
But here I will not, cannot stay. 

The sweet expression of that face, 
For ever changing, yet the same, 
Ah no, I dare not turn to trace : 
It melts my soul, it lires my frame ! 

Yet give me, give me, ere I go. 
One little lock of those so blest. 
That lend your cheek a warmer glow. 
And on your white neck love to rest. 

— Say, when to kindle soft delight. 
That hand has chanc'd with mine to meet^ 
How could its thrilling touch excite 

A sigh so short, andjret so. sweet ? 

say— but no, it must not be. 
Adieu, enchanting Qirl, adieu ! 

— Yet still, methinks, you frown on me 4 
Or never could I fly from you. 



TO MABY IN HEAVEN, 

Thou lingering Star, with lessening ray, 

That lov'st to greet the early mom. 
Again thou usher' st in the day 

My Mary from my soul was torn. — 
O Mary ! dear departed Shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest ? 
See'st thou thy Lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast ? 
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Ihat sacred hoar can I forget, 

Can I forget the hallow'd grove. 
Where, by the winding Ayr, we met 

To live one day of parting love! 
Eternity will not e£faoe 

Those records pure of transports past ; 
Thy image at oar last embrace — 

Ah ! little thought we 'twas our last 1 

Ayr, gurgling, kiss'd liis pebbled shore, 

O'erhung with wild- woods thickening green 
The fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar. 

Twined amorous round the raptor'd scene ; 
The flowers sprung wanton to be presty 

The birds sang love on every spray. 
Till too, too soon the glowing West 

Proclaimed the speed of winged day. 

Still o*er these scenes my memory wakes. 

And fondly broods with miser-care ; 
Time but th' impression deeper makes. 

As streams their channels deeper wear! 
My Mary— dear departed Shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest ? 
See'st thouthy lover lowly laid? 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast 



1 



THE SORROWS OF MEMORY. 

In vain to me the howliiig'deep 

Stem Winter's awful reign discloses ;: 
In vain shall Summer*s zephyrs sleep 

On fragrant beds of bucMing roses-r 
To me alike each scene appears. 

Since thou hast broke my hear^ or nearly ;. 
WhUe Memory writes in frequent tears,. 

That I have lov'd thee— veij dearly t: 
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How many summers pass'd away. 

How many winters, sad and dreary ; 
And still I taught thee to be gay. 

Whene'er thy soul of life was weary t 
When lingering sickness wrung thy breast, 

And bow'd thee to the earth— or nearly; 
I strove to lull thy mind to rest — 

For then I lov'd thee— O ! how dearly ! 

And though the flush of joy no more 

Shall o'er my cheek its lustre throwing. 
Bid sensual fools that cheek adore. 

And talk of passions— ever glowing; 
Still to thy mind should time impart 

A charm, to bid it feel sincerely. 
Nor idly wound a breaking heart — 

That lov'd thee long— and lov'd thee dearly. 

Could gold thy truant fancy bind, 

A faithful heart would still content me ; 
For, ! to gain that heart unkind, 

I gave thee all that fortune lent me : 
In youth, when suitors round me press'd. 

Who vow'd to love, and love sincerely— 
When wealth could never charm my breast. 

Though thou wert poor,— I lov'd thee dearly. 

Seek not the fragile dreams of love, 

Sueh fleeting phantoms will deceive thee ; 
They will but transient idols prove. 

In wealth beguile, in sorrow leave thee : 
Ah 1 dost thou hope the sordid mind. 

When thou art poor, will feel sincerely ? 
Wilt thou in such that friendship find. 

Which warm'd the heart that lov'd thee dearly 



2 D 
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Though fickle pasHions cease to bum 

For her so long thy bosom's treasure ; 
Ah! think that reason may return. 

When far from thee my paths I measure : 
Say, who will then thy conscience heal. 

Or who shall bid thy heart beat cheerly ? 
Or, from that heart the memory steal 

Of her who lov'd tiiee long and dearly? 

When war shan rovse the brooding storm. 

And horrors haunt thy thorny pillow ; 
When fancy shall present my form. 

Borne on the wild and restless billow; 
1 where wilt thon a mistress find. 

Whose pulse, like mine, shall throb fdncerdy? 
Or who thy heart in spells shall bind — 

When her's 4s broke-*that lov'd thee dearly ? 

When thou contesding throngs Ahalt-conrt, 

Where party nal has doubly erown'd thee. 
Perchance of fortune's frowns the sport, 

Oaprice or cold neglect may wound thee : 
Then wilt thon •'find no generous heart 

To bid thee hear misfortune cheerly ; 
No friend in grief to bear a part, 

like her who lov'd thee long and dearly. 

Could I to distant regions stray. 

From thee my thoughts would never v^ander ; 
For, at the purpling close of day, 

Bysom lone vagrant rill's meander. 
Each wandering bee, each chilling windy 

Would tell the heart that's broken nearly. 
In them, where'er they rove, to find 

The faults of him I lov'd so dearly t 
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I will not court thy tickle love ; 

Soon shaU onr fates and fortnnes serer ; 
Far from thy scorn will I remove, 

And smiling, sigh — ' Adiea for ever !' 
Give to the sordid fiends thy days, 

Still trust that they will act sincerely, 
And, when the specious mask decays. 

Lament the heast— (that lov'd thee dearly t 

For time will swiftly journey on. 

And age, vrith sickness, haste to meet thee ; 
Friends prove deceitful, wantons shun — 

When they no more with smiles can cheat thee. 
Then wilt thou seek, in vain, to find 

A faithful heart, that beats sincerely ; 
A passion— centering in the mind. 

Which, scorning interest, lov'd thee dearly ! 

When in the grave my woes shall sleep. 

No soothing dream will bless thy slumber ; 
For thou wilt often wake to weep. 

And, in despair, my sorrows number : 
My shade will haunt thy achingcyes. 

My voice, in whispers, tell thee clearly. 
How cold, at last, that bosom lies, 

Which lov*d thee long-. and lov'd thee ilearly ! 



STANZAS, 

BITTEN BETWEEN DOVER ASD CALAIS, JULY, 1792, INSCRIBED 

TO ^ 

Bounding Billow, -cease thy motion, 
Bear me not so swiftly o'er; 
Cease thy roarings, foamy Ocean^ 
I will tempt thy rage no more. 
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Ahl within my bosom beating. 
Varying passions wildly reign ; 
Love, with proad Resentment meeting. 
Throbs, by tnmSi with joy and paiu. 

Joy, that far from foes I wander. 
Where their arts can reach no more ! 
Pain, that woman's heart grows fonder 
When her dream of bliss is o'er. 

Far I go, where Fate shall lead me. 
Far across the restless deep. 
Where no stranger's ear shall heed mo. 
Where no eye for me shall weep, 

Prond has been my fatal passion, 
Frond my injnr'd heart shall be ; 
For each thought, each inclination. 
Still shall prove me— worthy thee I 

Not one sigh shall tell my story ; 
Not one tear my cheek shall stain ; 
Silent grief shall be my glory ; 
Grief, that stoops not to complain ! 

Yet, ere far from all I treasured, 
♦♦♦♦***•, ere I bid adieu; 
Ere my days of pain are measured. 
Take the song that's still thy due. 

I have lov'd thee— dearly lov'd thee. 
Through an age of worldly woe I 
How imgrateful have I prov'dthee. 
Let my mournful exile show I 

Ten long years of anzioos sorrow. 
Hour by hour, I counted o'er ; 
Looking forward, till to-morrow. 
Every day I lov'd thee more ! 
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Wealth and splendor could not charm me, 
Bank possessed no lore for me ; 
Nor could threats or fears alarm me ; 
Save the fear of losing Thee ! 

When the storms of Fortune press'd thee, 
I have wept to see thee weep ; 
When relentless cares distressed theo, 
I have luU'd those cares to sleep. 

Think, when all the world forsook thee, 
When with grief thy soul was prest. 
How to these fond arms I took thee« 
How I clasp'd thee to my breast ! 

Often hast thou smiling told roe, 
'Wealth and pow*r were trifling toys. 
When thou fondly didst enfold me. 
Rich in Love's luxuriant joys V 

Fare thee well, ungrateful Rover — 
Welcome Gallia's hostile shore 1 
Now the breezes waft me over 
Now we part— to meet no more. 



ELEGY. 

Yes, Delia ! long as beats this trembling heart, 

Those scenes, those hours shall sweet remembrance bring, 

In which as yet had cold Regret no part, 

£at we were gay, and cheerful as the Spring. 

Those scenes, those hours in pensive song shall live,— 
When our true hearts the purest offerings made ; 

When much we lov'd our secret thoughts to give. 
As friendship prompted in some silent shade. 
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The flowery wreaths which then thy fingers wove, 
Still all their perfame, all their bloom retain ; 

The tender tales wMch then onr hearts conld move 
Now warm to pleasure, and now wake to pain ! 

Fancy, be still ! restrain thy wanton pride. 
For thy gay moments shall return no more : 

Hnsh'd are the ¥nndi^, and calm the azure tide ; 
And, lo I the* bark has reach'd its destin'd shore 

Yet thou didst oft in wildest vision stray. 
And pouredst oft a sweet delusive strain ; 

Soft Passion listen'd to the fairy lay. 
Nor conld believe that all thy dreams were vain. 

And, while to distant climes and future hours 
Young credulous Hope in flowery bands you lee 

To his rapt eye exhausted all your pow'rs. 
His unsuspicious soul those pow'rs obey'd. 

And oft with thee, he fascinated rov'd 
Gay fragrant meads and myrtle bowers among : 

Delia can tell how much thy power he prov'd ; 
For she, too, listen'd to the syren song. 

But, ah ! soft Passion must awake no more ; 

So reason bids, and so does fate ordain: 
Yet will the Muse that wayward fate deplore. 

And yet lament that Fancy's dreams were vain 



SONNET. 

Bbeathe soft, ye Gales ! along the vernal plain. 

More solemn notes awake my gentle Lyie ; 
For, did not Beauty ask a different Strain ? 
, A theme far different of the Muse require ? 
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'air thoagh she be ; thoagh each impassiou'd heart, 

Powerless, sabmit to her saperior charms; 
ihe bidb— and I forego the pleasing part, 

To sing of beauty, and* of love's alarms. 
le to her Vlrtne, then, my song address'd. 

Here, let the Muse her strength, her sweetness prove ; 
Lnd sare she is with every virtue bless'd. 

Which heightens beauty, and increases love ! 
ls shines the blushing rose, midst dews of morn, 
o does Semisa's mind her form adorn. 



HANNAH. 

JRED TO THE HEKORT OF HEft WHO IS DEAD TO M3. 

At fond sixteen, my roving keart 
Was pierc'd by Love's delightful dart: 
Keen transport throbb'd in every vein — 
I never folt so sweet a pain ! 

Where ctrcling woods embower'd the glade, 
I met the dear romantic Maid : 
I stole her hand— it shrunk — but, no ! 
I would not let my captive go. 

With all the fer^ney of youth. 
While passion told the tale of truth, 
I mark'd my Hannah's downcast eye : 
Twas kind, but beautifully shy. 

Not with a warmer, purer ray. 
The sun enamour' d woo's young May ; 
Nor May with softer maiden grace 
Turns from the sun her blushing face. 
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But swifter than the frighted dove. 
Fled the gay morning of my love ; — 
Ah ! that bo bright a mom, so soon 
Shonld yanish in so dark a noon ! 

The Angel of Affliction rose. 
And in his train a thousand woes ; 
He pour'd his vial on my head. 
And all the heaven of rapture fled. 

Yet, in the glory of my pride, 

I stood— and all his wrath defied ; 

I stood— though whirlwinds shook my braii 

And lightnings cleft my soul in twain, 

I shunn'd my Nymph ; yet knew not why 
I durst not meet her gentle eye : 
I shnnn'd her— for I could not bear 
To marry her to my despair. 

Yet, sick at heart with hope delay *d. 
Oft the dear image of that Maid 
Glanc'd, like the rainbow, o'er my mind. 
And promis'd happiness behind. 

The storm blew o'er, and in my breast 
The halcyon Peace rebuilt her nest ; 
The storm blew o'er, and clear and mild 
The sea of youth and pleasure smil'd. 

Twas on the morning of that day. 
When Phoebus marries rosy May, 
I sought once more the charming spot 
Where bloom'd the thorn by Hannah's cot 

1 as I cross'd the neighbouring plain^ 
I liv'd my wooing days again ; 
And Fancy sketch'd my future life — 
My home, my children, and my wife. 
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I saw the village steeple rise ; 
My soul sprang, sparkling, in mine eyes; 
The rural bells rang sweet and clear. 
My fond heart listened in mine ear. 

I reach'd the hamlet;— all was gay ; 

I love a rustic holiday! 

I met a "Wedding— stept aside ; 

O^ God I — ^my Hannah was the Bride I 



There is a grief that cannot feel ; 



It leaves a wound that will not heal I 

My heart grew cold— it felt not then I 

When shall it cease to feel igain ? 



Ip from that hour the dewy Mom's bright eyes 
On earth first ope, till dull night's spectred-noon — 
"When, with slow solemn march, the vestal Moon, 

And marshaird band of stars, descend the skies. 

Musing to stray, and with repeated sighs, 
That speak a heart with saddest woe in tune. 
To crave of pitying Heaven alone this boon — 

That with fresh bliss for thee each mom may rise ! 
If those thou lov'st, to hold than life more deaiv- 

To place their image in my heart next thine ; 
If when thy mild, thy angel- voice I hear, 

On the soft sounds to dwell— O Maid divine ! — 
Might claim one tender sigh, one pitying tear ; 

The pitying tear, the tender sigh were mine. 
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EFFECTS OF LOVE. 

Ere Laxtba met my ravish'd view. 

My cheek confess'd health's roseate bloom ; 
My soul nor love nor sorrow knew — 

How beauty's power hath changed my doom 

*Mid lonely glades, with tear-fraught eyes. 
Wandering, I mourn my secret pain ; 

The passing breeze, with lengthen'd sighs, 
In pity murmurs to my strain. 

Now, lull'd by Hope*s elysian smile. 

My fears in silent slnmberrest ; 
Now dreams that every thought beguile. 

Serenely soothing, cheer my breast. 

But ah ! too soon my grief returns - 
Again tumultuous passions rise ^ 

Again my tortur*d bosom bums ; 
And all the dear illusion flies I 



Ah, me ! in vain wild wood, or noiseless dell. 
Or frowning steep, with weary feet I trace, 
Hopeful, thou sweet Enchantress, to erase 

From my sad heart thy firm-enwoven spell. 

Vain hope, indeed! for Memory too well 
Hath treasur'd up each charm of thy fair face. 
Thy matchless mind, thy form's transcendent £ 

And loves, all else forgot, on them to dwell ! 
Each blooming flower in silence speaks of thee ; 

I hear thy voice in each melodious sound ; 
And as I stray, each lovely form I see, 

Thine swift recalls with brighter beauty crowned! 
Alas I what then remains for wretched me. 

But still to We— though Fate hath sternly fi!owa*d 
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THE FALSE ONE'S PLEASURE. 

Yes, false one, triumph ia my woes, 
And joy these flowing tears to view ! 

How just, to wound that heart's repose 
That gUidly would have bled for you I 

Yet, poor the pleasure thou hast gain'd, 

And very soon will it be o'er ; 
That bosom, where thou long hast reign'd. 

Shall fondly throb for thee no more. 

Nor vainly think my teaoB, my sighs, 
Love's still-unvanquish'd pow'r proclaim : 

Each drop, that trickles from my eyes. 
But helps to quench his dying flame. 



TO- 



'TWAS not the quick and dazzling glance^ 
That flres and overpowers the soul, 

And wraps it in delirious trance. 
That bow'd me te^ thy sweet controul : 

No ! 'twas from? eyes of heavenly blue, 
A languid, tender, timid ray, 

Stealing through lids of darkest hue> 
That won me from- myself away. 

'Twas not the flrm, conmianding voice^ 
Whose rapid eloquence o'erflows. 

And seems at homage to rejoice. 
That rous'd my breast from dull repose; 

No ! 'twas the soft and melting tones, 
Like nectar dropping from thy tongue,.. 

By which my heart thy empire owns ;. 
Its very chord to Passion strung^ 
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And while that winning voice I hear. 
And while those beaming eyes I see, 

Than light, or life, to me more dear, 
My bosom^s sovereign thoa most be I 



TO MY RIVAL. 

Tell me, poor Rival ! tell me why. 
The fmitless hopeless chase pursuing. 

To Leua's presence still you fly. 
By many a pray*rher favour wooing ? 

Dost thou not mark how deaf an ear 
She turns to all thy soft advances ? 

Dost thou not mark, what looks severe 
On thee my Iielia often glances ? 

In vain her face and form you praise ; 

No praise of thine, believe roe, charms hor ; 
For, firm against each artful phrase. 

My ever-present image arms her ! 

Each gem that Earth's dark caves contain 
Did Fate permit thy hand to proffer. 

My Lelia still would mine remain, 
And proudly spurn thy dazzling offer ! 

No I never shalt thou triumph o*er 
Her heart, for me with passion glbwing I 

One smile of mine she prizes more 
Than boundless wealth of thy bestowing. 

What madness in thy soul would dwell I 
How the detested sight would wound thee t 

To see with bliss her bosom swell. 
As fond she clasps her arms around me : 
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To see me on her breast recline, 
Entranced in more than mortal pleasure ; 

While firom her lips she showers on miue 
Of kisses her ambrosial treasure. 

Then soft she breathes th' impassioned vow— 
" Dearest! no time our bands shall sever ; 

For truly as I love thee now. 
So truly will I love thee ever. 

*♦ Yes, my Belov'd, thy Lelia lives. 
For thee alone ; nor wilt thou doubt mo ; 

Yes, all that e'er existence gives^ 
Is cold and valueless without thee !" 

More close to mine her lovely form 
With tender violence she presses ; 

And, with such smiles as Death might warm. 
She lavishes her sweet caresses. 

Quit then, poor Bival ! quit a chase 
In shame and disappointment ending ; 

Nor more delusive hopes embrace. 
Both vanity and folly blending. 

Yet, still may*st thou pursue my Fair, 
With amorous suit and love-lorn ditty. 

Nor fear my rage j thy fruitless care 
Moves not my anger, but my pity. 



TO MRS. PARK. 

Fcfti thee, best treasure of a Husband's heart !— 
Whose bliss it is that thou for life art so ; 

That thy fond bosom bears a faithful part 
In eveiy casual change his breast can know : 
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For ihee, whom Virtuous Passion made his choice, 

Whom Gknius and Affection make his pride^ 
Connubial Aaptare tunes his grateful voice. 

And hails the Mother dearer than the Bride ; 
And though thy worth deserves a brighter paliu 

Than Laureate hands round Diadems entwine. 
Love's simple chaplet happily may charm, 

With truer, tenderer ecstacy, from mine ! 
And let me still but reign thy " bosom's Lord/' 
Be fame or wealth their votary's reward. 



A WISa. 

MiNB be the Abbey's wild retreat. 
With park and wood surrounded wide ; 

Where grass should form a verdant seat, 
And field-tlowers bloom their scented pride. 

The abbey — where the armour*d hall 
Should own the painted window's light ; 

The oak-grown walk where rooks should call, 
Betuming from liie^'evening flighty 

The river, lost among the trees ; 

The torrefit, rushing down the steep ; 
"Groves, where the Summer's sighing breeze 

In moonlight-night night tempt to sleep. 

There, through the lawny path Td rove, 
Pausing to catch the vista's gleam, 

Xed by the valued Youth I love ; 
Or watch' the sun's expiring beam. 

Oft, on'his-srm, I'd range the wood ; 

Or, lonely, in the park 1*9 read ; 
Or frequent seek the shaded flood, 

Bou8ing<the joung deer with my treaA, 
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And as the moon, in Autumn's night. 
Silvered the fallen leaves, and cast 

Along our path a track of light. 
We'd roam, nor fear the howling blast : 

The leafless trees— the thick-strewn path - 
May call unchecked the thinking sigh. 

And the loud wind's destructive wrath 
May warn as that we both must die ! 

But, then I— the rolling Orb above. 
And starry concave, would proclaim 

That other worlds should see our lova; 
And sanctify the glorious flame 1 



ELEGIAC STANZAS. 

Bma on ! ring on, ye mersy bells ! 

And be to others sounds of gladness- 
Alas I your silver sweetness swells 

To wakO'iny slumbering heart < to madneiw! 

Iling on ! ring on 1 for sinee your chimes 
Shall never now my wedding hallow, 

O ! be the voice of other times ; 
And rouse their joys, like spectres sallofii 

Ah ! ring such pensive peals as when 
In these tall groves I wandered sighing; 

And listen'd to the best of men 1 — 
Who now in yonder grave is lying! 

Ah 1 ring such peals as may recall • 
Those happy hours— now gone for eve !— 

And, while the bitter tear-drops fall. 
At once my soul and reason sever ! 
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TO A TUFT OF EABLY VIOLETS. 

Sweet flowers ! that from your humble beds 

Thus prematurely dare to rise. 
And trust your unprotected heads 

To cold Aquarius' wat'ry skies ; 

Retire! retire! these tepid airs 
Are not the genial brood of May ; 

That Sun with light malignant glares. 
And flatters only to betray. 

Stem winter's reign is not yet past — 
Lo ! while your buds prepare to blow. 

On icy pinions comes the blast. 
And nips your root, and lays you low. 

Alas, for such ungentle doom ! 

But I will shield you ; and supply 
A kindlier soil on which to bloom; 

A nobler bed on which to die. 

Come then— ere yet the morning ray 
Has drunk the dew that gems your crest. 

And drawn your balmiest sweets away ; 
come, and grace my Anna's breast. 

Ye droop, fond flowers 1 But did ye know 
What worth, what goodness there reside. 

Your cups with loveliest tints would glow. 
And spread their leaves with conscions pride. 

For there has liberal Nature join'd 

Her riches to the stores of art, 
And added to the vigorous mind. 

The soft, the sympathising heart. 



JJOYE POEMS. 433 



Come then— ere yet the morning ray 

Has dnmk the dew that gems your crest. 
And drawn your balmiest sweets away ; 
. come and grace my Anna's breast. 

O ! I should think,— that fragrant bed 
Might I but hope with you" to share, — 

Years of anxiety repaid. 
By one short hour of transport there ! 

More blest than me, thus shall ye live 
Tour little day ; and when ye die. 

Sweet flowers ! the grateful Muse shall give 
A verse ; the sorrowing Maid, a sigh. 

While I, alas! no distant date. 
Mix with the dust from whence I came. 

Without a friend to weep my fate. 
Without a stone to tell my name. 



TO ANNA. ' 

I WISH I was where Anna lies ! 

For I am sick of lingering here ; 
And every hour affection cries 

' Go, and partake her humble bier V 

I wish I could ! for when she died 
I lost my all ; and life has prov'd 

Since that sad hour a dreary void, 
A waste unlovely and unloved. — 

But who, when I am tum'd to clay, 
Shall duly to her grave repair j 

And pluck the ragged moss away. 
And weeds that have 'no business there T 

2b 



\ 
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And who with pious hand shall bring 
The flowers she cherish'd ; snow-^x)ps cold^ 

And violets that unheeded spiing. 
To scatter o'er her hallow'd mould f 

And who, while Memory loves to dwell 

Upon h^ name, for ever dear. 
Shall feel his heart with passion swell, 

And pour the bitter, bitter tear ? 

I did it; and would Fate allow. 

Should visit still, should still deplore- 
But health and strength have left me now. 
And I, alas 1 can weep no more. 

Take then, sweet Maid ! this simple strain. 
The last I offer at thy shrine ; 

Tby grave must then undeck'd remain. 
And all thy memory fade with mine. 

And can thy soft persuasive look. 
Thy voice that might with music vie. 

Thy air, that every gazer took. 
Thy matchless eloquence of eyc^ 

Thy spirits, frolicsome as good. 
Thy courage, by no ills dismayed. 

Thy patience, by no wrongs subdued. 
Thy gay good humour— Can they " fade I" 



TO SARA. 

' One ktss, dear Maid V I said, and sigh'd- 
Your scorn the little boon deny'd. 
Ah ! why refuse the blameless blitut ? 
Can Danger lurk within a kiss ? 



li 
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Yon viewless Wanderer of the vale. 
The Spirit of the Western Gale, 
At Morning's break, at Evening's clo«>3« 
Inhales the sweetness of the Rose ; 
And hovers o*er th' nninjor'd Bloom 
Sighing back the soft perfome. 
Vigor to the Zephyr's wing 
Her nectar-breathing Kisses fling; 
And He the glitter of the Dew 
Scatters on the Bose's hne. 
Bashful, lo I she bends her head, 
And darts a blush of deeper Bed ! 

Too well those lovely lips disclose 
The triumphs of the opening 'Roue t 
O fair ! graceful ! bid them prove 
As passive to the breath of Love. 
In tender accents, faint and low, 
Well-pleas'd I hear the whisper'd " No !** 

The whisper'd " No" how little meant ! 

Sweet falsehood, that endears Consent I 
For on those lovely lips the while 
Dawns the soft relenting smile ; 
And tempts, with feign'd dissuasion coy. 
The gentle violence of joy,- 



THE BOSE. 

As late each flower that sweetest blows 
I pluck'd, the garden's pride 1 

Within the petals of a Boae 
A sleeping Love I spied : 

Around his brows a beamy wreath 

Of many a lucent hue ; 
All purple glow'd his cheek, beneath^ 

Inebriate with the dew. 



\ 
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I softly seiz'd th* unguarded Power, 

Nor scar'dhis balmy rest; 
And plac'd him, cag'd within the flower, 

On spotless Saka's breast. 

But, when, unweeting of the guile. 

Awoke the pris'ner sweet ; 
He struggled to escape awhile, 

And stamp*d his faSry feet. 

Ah ! soon the soul-entrancing sight 

Subdued th' impatient boy 1 
He gaz'd I he thrill'd with deep delist! 

Then dapp'd his wings for joy. 

" And !" he cried—" Of magic kind 
What charms this Throne endear 1 

Some other Love let Venus find — 
I'll fix m^ empire here.** 



BALLAD. 

I WAKE and weep, when wintry winds 

Are howling loud upon the lea. 
And louder gales my fancy finds 

For William on the foaming sea ; 
But, calming soon the pictur'd storm. 

Sweet hopes into my bosom creep. 
And tell me summer-breezes warm 

Shall waft him safely o'er the Deep. 

Four years on Lidia's sultry coast 
Has War's rude voice my Love detain'd^ 

While here, to every pleasure lost. 
His Anna's languid fomr rraiain'd^ 
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And o'er the steep rock still to lean, 
Still eager watch each gliding sail, 

That languid Form is duly seen 
At ruddy mom, and evening pale. 

But ah ! no handkerchief I mark 

Stream from the deck in crimson dye! 
Dear signal ! wanting thee, the Bark 

Is hail'd by many a mournful sigh : 
Its shouts discordant seem to me, 

That echo from the stony pier, 
Since William's face I cannot see, 

Since William's voice I cannot hear 1 



LAURA'S CHARMS. 

Laura ! thy sighs must now no more 

My faltering step detain ; 
Nor dare I hang thy sorrows o'er. 

Nor clasp thee thus in vain, 
ret while thy bosom heaves that sigh. 

While tears thy cheek bedew. 
Ah, think ! though doom'd from thee to fly^ 

My heart speaks no adieu. 

Thee would I bid, to check those sighs 

If thine were heard alone ; 
Thee would I bid to dry those eyes. 

But tears- are in my own. 
One last long kiss, and then we pai-t — 

Another— and adieu ! 
I cannot aid thy breaking heart. 

For mine is breaking too. 



\ 
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MY DAUGHTER'S FUTURE. 

Thbee years she grew in son and shower^ 
Then Nature said, A lovelier flower 

On earth was never sown : 
This Child I to myself will take ; 
She shall he mine, and I will make 

A Lady of my own. 

Her Teacher I myself will be. 
She is my darling ;— and with me 

The Girl, in rock and plain. 
In earth and heaven, in glade and bower. 
Shall feel an overseeing power 

To kindle or restrain. 

She shall be sportive as the Fawn 
That wild with glee across the lawn 

Or up to the mountain springs ; 
And hers shall be the breathing balm, 
^ And hers the silence and the calm 

Of mute insenate things. 

The floating Clouds their state shall leud 
To her ; for her the willow bend ; 

Nor shall she fail to see 
Ev'n in the motions of the Storm 
Grace that shall mould the Maiden's form 

By silent sympathy. 

The stars of midnight shall be dear 
To her ; and she shall lean her ear 

In many a secret place. 
Where Rivulets dance their wayward round. 
And beauty, bom of murmuring Sound^ 

Shall puss into her face. 
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And vital feelings of d«Ugbt 

Shall rear her form to stately height. 

Her virgin bosom swell ; 
Such thoughts to LucT I will give. 
While she and I together live 

Here in this happy Dell. 

Thus Nature spake— The work was done— 
How goon my Lucy's race was run ! 

She died and left to me 
This heath ; this calm and quiet scene ; 
The memory of what has been. 

And never more will be ! 



TO LOVE. 

Awake, my Harp, some joyful measure I 
No longer breathe a pensive strain ; 

Be, like my soul, attun'd to pleasure. 
And never mourn again. 

Awake, my Harp, some joyful measure ! 

'Twas Ix>ve that taught thy strings to move ; 
And love now fills my soul with pleasure— 

Then hymn the charms of Love ! 

O Love! some call thy musings folly, 
Some call thee cruel, base, and blind ; 

But thou, methinks, art pure and holy. 
Exalted, rais'd, refin'd. 

And some there are who can dissemble 
The raptures of thy ardent flame ; 

And some poor maidens start and tremble. 
If they but hear thy name. 
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Ah ! though thy charms were all illusion. 
Such dear deceits I still would seek ! 

Thy mantling blush, thy soft confusion. 
Thy looks that more than speak. 

Thou knoVst, Love ! how I have blest thee. 
How oft for thee my heart hath beat ; 

How oft in sorrow I've carest thee. 
And thought thy sorrow sweet. 

O Love ! some call thy musings folly ; 

Some call thee cruel, base, and blind ; 
But thou, methinks, art pure and holy. 

Exalted, rais'd, refin*d ! 



ELEGY. 

Alas ! my friend, how vainly dost thou tell me. 
That Reason may tranquillity restore. 

And with her soft persuasive voice impel me 
To check my sorrows, and to sigh no more. 

Ah ! rather I would ask that lenient powV, 
Oblivious Time, some solace to impart. 

Did I not feel that each revolving hour 
Binds him more firmly to my aching heart : 

Or I would court the silken smiles of Pleasure, 
Athwart my path a cheering beam to throw ; 

But, no! heronce-lov'd sounds, in sprightly measure. 
Seem all discordant to the ear of Woe. 

Nor mirth, nor distant space, nor change of season. 
My bosom's secret anguish can remove ; 

All, all are vain,— but chief thy boasted Reason, 
For it was she, alas! that bade me lovo. 
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His virtues, graces, genius, she repeated, 
And much I gloried in the heart I won ; 

Nor did I blush though easily intreated ; 
I scarce had seen him ere I lost my own. 

For to my soul she brought the sweet conviction. 
That he was noble, generous, and refin'd : 

Such as bright Fancy oft pourtrays in fiction. 
With every charm to fascinate the mind. 

Then Reason whisper*d he could ne'er deceive me. 
Or with feign'd vows of tenderness beguile ; 

And little reck'd I that it e'er would grieve me 
To catch his looks of love, his heavenly imile. 

Even now when adverse Fortune bids us sever. 
Amid my sighs and tears she brings relief : 

She tells me, that his heart is mine for ever. 
And that his virtues sanctify my grief. 

Thus the heart-rending pangs of secret sadnesst, 
Season has nurtur'd, but can ne'er remove : 

No I she must die with grief, or rave in madness. 
Ere for a moment I can cease to love ! 



THE MAID. 

She dwelt among th' untrodden ways 

Beside the springs of Dove, 
A Maid whom there were none to praiso, 

Avery few to love. 

A Violet by a mossy stone 

Half-hidden from the Eye ! 
— Fair as a star, when only one 

Is shining in the sky. 



\ 
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She liv'd nnknown, and few could know 

When LucT ceas'd to be ; 
But she is in her Grave, and. Oh 1 

The difference to me. 



SONNET. 

Farewell, false Friend I— our scenes of kindness c 
To cordial looks, to sunny snules farewell! 
To sweet consolings, that can grief expel. 
And every joy soft sympathy bestows ! 

For alter'd looks, where truth no longer glows. 
Thou hast prepared my heart ;— and it was well 
To bid thy pen th' unlook'd-for story tell. 
Falsehood avow'd that shame, nor sorrow knows.— 

O ! when we meet, — (to meet we're destiu'd, try 
T' avoid it as thou may'st) on either brow. 
Nor in the stealing consciousness' of eye. 

Be seen the slightest trace of what, or how 
We once were to each other ; nor one sigh 
Flatter with weak regret a broken vow ! 



ELEGY. 

TwAS sweet as violet-breathing gale, 

'Twas soothing as the moon's faint beam, 

'Twas tender as the ring-dove*8 tale, — 
— Alas ! and was it but a dream ? 

Methought I saw him once again. 

Again I listen'd to his voice ; 
It calm'd the tumults of my brain. 

It made my throbbing heart rejoice. 



IL; 



LOVE POEMS. 443 



! with what eager, keen delight 

I trac'd a form distinct and clear. 
That cheated my enraptor'd eighty 

With the blest thought that he was near. 

Love still was weeping in his eyes, 

As first the little traitor stole, 
Conceal'd in Pity's soft disguise. 

To pierce and agonize my soul. 

Upon his cheek the lingering tear 

Told me in absence he was true ; 
And that pale cheek was far more dear 

Than had it glow'd with joy's briglit hue. 

His glistening eyes long fix'd on me, 

A thousand tender hopes impart ; 
For such ther looks 'twas heaven to see, 

When first he sought and won my heart : 

Methought they bade my sorrows cease. 
And charm'd despondence from my breast ; 

Methought they promis'd joy and peace. 
And, for a moment, I was blest. 

But ah ! toa soon I wake and weep ! 

Too Sbon the hated morning-beain 
Dispelsf the phantasies of sleep ! — 

Ala^! and was- it but a dream ? 

In dreams by night, in dreams by day, 

Methinks I see thee still before me I 
Methinks I hear the faltering voice 

That whisper'd * Laura, I adore thee \' 

Alas ! the rapid, conscious blush 
Too soon proclaim" d what then befel me! 

My downcast looks, my trembling frame, 
Told much, much more than words could tell tLee. 
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And art thou lost ? for ever lost ?— 
Ah ! how I wept when it was told me 

That I most hear thy voice no more! 
That I must never more behold thee ! 

These fruitless tears will ever fall I 
Ev'n Hope refuses to deceive me.— 

But the blank sadness that I feel, 
I will not paint— for it would grieve thee. 

Yet faithful Memory oft shall bring 
Thy tender words and looks, to ebeer me: 

Still on her treasured hoards 1*11 live. 
And my fond seul shall hover near thee ! 



THE VOICE OF HIM I LOVE. 

Hence far from me, ye senseless joys 
That fade before ye reach the heart, — 
The crowded dome's distracted noise. 
Where all is pomp and useless art ! 

Give me my home, to quiet dear. 
Where hours untold and peaceful move 
So fate ordain I sometimes there 
May hear the voice of him I love. 

T hate ev'n music's pleasing pow'r ' 
When giddy crowds my tones attend. 
But love to sing at evening's hour 
To sooth the sorrows of a friend« 

I love to breathe the plaintive lays 
That Henbt's heart and taste approve | 
For, oh t how sweet in tones of praise 
Appears the voice of him I level 



« 
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The praises I from others hear 
Some joy may to my pride impart ; 
But Henry's wake the rapturous tear. 
For his applauses touch my heart. 

From busy crowds o'erjoy'd I fly 
With him in lonely shades to rove. 
For ev'n in gayest scenes I sigh 
To hear the voice of him I love. 

I woo the drama's magic pow'rs, 
Seek music's ever-crowded shrine, 
In learning pass the studious hours. 
Or try the muse's wreath to twine ; 

Yet still I feel a joy more dear, 
Though I these pure delights approve. 
When in Retirement's scenes I hear 
The soothing voice of him I love. 



THE LOVED ONE BEHIND. 

Go, youth belov'd, in distant glades. 
New friends, new hopes, new joys to find 1 

Yet sometimes deign, midst fairer maids. 
To think on her thou leav'st behind. 

Thy love, thy fate, dear youth, to share 

Must never be my happy lot ; 
But thou may'st grant this humble pray'r. 

Forget me not, forget me not I 

Yet should the thought of my distress 

Too painful to thy feelings be. 
Heed not the wish I now express, 

Nor ever deign to think on me : 
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But, oh! if grief thy steps attend, 
If want, if sickness, be thy lot. 

And thou require a soothing friend. 
Forget me not! forget me not I 



THE FAIR DECEIVER. 

Sweet Lady ! look not thus again ; 

Those little pouting smiles recall 
A maid remember'd now with pain, 

Who was my love, my life, my all I 

Oh 1 while this heart delirious took 
Sweet poison from her thrilling eye, 

Thus would she pout, and lisp, and look. 
And I would hear^ and gaze, and sigh ! 

Yes, I did love her— madly love — 
She was the sweetest best deceiver I 

And oft she swore she'd never rove ; 
And I was destin'd to believe herl 

Then, Lady, do not wear the smile 
Of her whose smile could thus betrays 

Alas ! I think the lovely wile 
Again might steal my heart away. 

And when the spell, that stole my mind« 
On lips so pure as thine I see, 

I fear the heart which she resign'd 
Will err again, and fly to theel 
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POWER OF BEAUTY. 

Sweet Seducer ! blandly smiling, 
Channing still, and still beguiling I 
Oft I swore to love thee never, 
Yet I love thee more than ever I 

Why that little wanton blushing. 
Glancing eye, and bosom flushing 9 
Flushing warm, and wily glancing, 
All is lovely, aU entrancing ! 

Turn away those lips of blisses — 
I am poison'd by thy kisses ! 
Yet again, ah ! turn them to me : 
Kuin's sweet, when they undo me 1 

Oh I be less, be less enchanting. 
Let some little grace be wanting ; 
Let my eyes, when I*m expiring. 
Gaze awhile, without admiring] 



THE VOW. 

If I swear by that eye, you'll allow. 
Its look is so shifting and new. 

That the oath I might take on it now. 
The very next glance would undo 1 

Those babies that nestle so sly. 
Such different arrows have got. 

That an oath on the glance of an eye 
Such as your's may be off in a shot! 
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Should I swear by the dew on your lip, 
Though each moment the treasure renews. 

If my constancy wishes to trip, 
I may kiss off the oath when I choose \ 

Or a sigh may disperse from that flow'r 
The dew and the oath that are there ; 

And I'd make a new vow ev*ry hour. 
To lose them so sweetly in air t 

But clear up the heav'n of your brow. 
Nor fancy my faith is a feather ; 

On my Jieart I will pledge you my Txno, 
And they both must be broken together I 



THE SHRINE. 

£1t fates hath destin'd me to rove 
A long, long pilgrimage of Love, 
And many an altar on my way 
Has lur'd my pious steps to stay ; 
For if the saint was young and fair, 
I tum'd and sung my vespers there. 
This, from a youthful pilgrim's fire. 
Is what your pretty saints require ; 
To pass, nor tell a single bead. 
With them would be prqfane indeed / 
But trust me, all this young devotion 
Was but to keep my zeal in motion, 
And, every huTiibler altar past, 
I now have reach'd the shbine at last 1 
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ENCHANTING MAIIX 

'Tis past ! the tuneless lethargy is o*er ! 

I fly from Dulnea^, and her naole-ey'd throng ; 
To Fancy, and to Love, I wake once more. 

Once more I wake to Baptui'e, and to Song. 

Whence spring these transx)orts of. tumultnons bliss ? 

These sweet sensations whence, to Feeling true ? — 
They breathe, ambrosial, from my Mart's kiss ; 

They stream from her soft eyes of humid blue. 

Dear Maid I how oft, immers'd in cheerless woe, 
Close have I clasp'd thy visionary form ; 

How oft has that ripe cheek's purpureal glow. 
With radiant blushes, streak'd the mental storm ? 

Though distant many a long, long, w«jary mile, 
'Mid my lone path that angel-shape I viewed ; 

View'd, in the first faint Dawn, thy serious smile ; 
In Eve's pale van, thy fleeting frame pursu'd. 

Has Summer aught more tempting than thy breast. 
When Nature revels, unconfin'd, and free ? 

In Autumn's richest charms art thou not drest ? 
Winter, and tearful Spring, remain for me ! 

Tet, spite of Fortune, in oold Caution's spite, 
(To Caution's minions, fortune I resign,) 

While envious stars withdraw their curtain'd light. 
Pulse of my throbbing heart ! thou shalt be mine I 



ORIGIN OF AFFECTION. 

' Tis not the rose upon the cheek, 

Nor eyes in languor soft that roll. 
That fix the lover's timid glance, 
And fire his wilder'd soul^ 
2 F 
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But 'tis the eye that swims in tears. 
Diffusing soft a joy all lidy, 

So soothing to the heart of loye. 
And yet so melancholy! 

The note that falters on the tongne. 
Sweet as the dying Toice of eve, 

That calms the throbbing breast of pain 
Yet makes it love to grieve ! 

The hand alternate fiery warm 
And icy cold, the bursting sigh. 

The look that hopes, yet seems to fear. 
Pale cheek and burning eye : 

These, these the magic circle twine. 
The lover's thoughts and feelings seize 

Till scarce a son of «arth he seems. 
But lives in what be sees. 



LOVE'S INFECTION. 

SwEET-blended with the smiles of Hope 

Love's first infection glows, 
The soft delicious lan^or seems 

An earnest of Tepose 1 
But ah ! though bright the sky to-day. 

The storm may low'r to-morrow ; 
Love's pleasing sadness turns to pain. 

Then deepens into sorrow. 

And never think, ill-fated youth 1 

Thy passion to forget. 
Each fresh'ning hue shall memory lend, 

Tilllife'slastsunissetl "^ 
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Attempt not from thine anxious thoughts 

Her image to dissever, 
The firm impression firmer grows 

By every fond endeavour 1 



THE PAST. 

On ! dear were the joys that are past 1 
Oh ! dear were the joys that are past ! 
Inconstant thou art as the dew of the morn, 
Or a cloud of the night on the blast 1 

How dear was the breath of the eve. 
When hearing thy fond faithless sigh ! 
And the moon-beam how dear that betray'd 
The love that illumin'd thine eye I 

Thou vow'dst in my arms to be mine, 
Thou swear'st by the moon's sacred light — 
But dark roU'd a cloud o'er the sky, 
It hid the pale queen of the night. 

Thon hast broken thy plighted faith ; 
And broken a fond Lover's heart 1 
— Yes ! in winter the moon's fleeting ray 
I would trust more than thee and thy art I 

I am wretched to think on the past — 
Ev'n hope now my peace icannot save : 
Thou hast giv'n to my rival thy hand, 
But me thou hast doom'd to my grave. 



\ 
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MY IDOL. 

' Oh I lovely youtli, "why seem thy cheeks so pale ? 

Oh I lovely youth, why are thine eyes so hollow ? 
Oh I live— for, rather than thy loss bewail, 

To the cold grave thy lifeless coipse I'll follow T 

So spake I to the idol of my love. 
While in my heart I felt a deadly sorrow ; 

As with slow steps he languidly did move, 
I thought with trembling doubt upon the morrow. 

The morrow came, and yet my lover liv'd I 
Against a tree, I saw his form reclining ; 

To Heaven, with stich a look my heart has riv*d. 
He cast his eyes with piou? sweetness shining. 

Ah, yes ! towai*ds the glorious sun he gaz'd 
With languid smile, that said adieu for everl 

And patiently, his wasted hands he rais'd. — 
Ah! fatal mom— forget it shall I never. 

In brighter beauty, too, that mom he smil'd, 
On his pale cheek the red-rose gaily blooming ; 

A momentary hope my heart beguil'd. 
Which fate to deeper agony was dooming ! 

Now sunk the joyous sun-beams in the west. 
O'er his thin form a transient brightness casting ; 

The lovely wretch, that they so gaily drest, 
Scarce than that transient brightness seem'dmore] 

But like the anemony, most frail and fair, 
With the last beam his fainting form expiring, 

His spotless soul escap'd the world of care. 
And seem'd methought upon that beam retiring. 
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From thai sad hour no peace can I e'er know, 
An early blight ray fondest hopes destroying ; 

For though in Spring frail flowers again may blow, 
No second Spring is there for my enjoying ! 



THE TRUANT LOVER. 

Truant ! you love me not— the reason this, 

You told me, that you lov'd a Maid before: 
And though perchance you many more may kiss. 

True love, once felt, can never be felt more ! 

Then ask not me to credit what you swore ; 
Nor e'er believe that / can give you bliss : 

Go ! go to her who taught you how to love ; 
Repeat to her your vows, and not to me ! 

Forsooth, I think, who can inconstant prove 
To his first love— will ever faithless be. 

In gaining wayward hearts no pride I see ; 
Nor have I pride, in kindling in the breast . 

That meteor-flame call'd Passion ; no, not I. 
The heart I am at ; and of that possest. 

Make it my castle, and all arts defy ! 

For that once fill'd, no longer roves the eye. 
Say, is't not Passion that for me you feel ? — 

Might I but know, it would my mind relieve. 
Search then your bosom, and the truth reveal : 

Say, or you lov'd before, and me deceive ; 

Or never lov'd till now, and I'll believe I 



ODIOUS COMPARISONS, 

How sweet to me the fragrant mead, 
And waving trees, and blossom'd thorn! 

But sweeter far to me, indeed. 
If she the favoured scene adorn. 
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Ah ! what avails it that I rove 
A blooming Paradise to find, 

"When thou, the Eve of this fair Gfrove, 
Beloved Maid 1 art left behind ? 

Still at each hilly rise I turn, 
And fondly strive thy home to see ; 

And sigh, if haply I discern 
That little spot— so dear to me I 
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1 FOB that kiss, so sweetly given L 

And soul-impassion'd tear ! 
To me, where'er by rude fate driven. 

Thy memory shall be dear ! 

Let others boast what love bestows, 

And shame the generous Fair ; 
This heart, where Love's- true impulse, glowsj. 

Shall hold it's favours tfeere. 



LOVE'S PLEADINGS. 

Comb, with those eyes of heavenly blue. 
And love's soft thnllings here renew ; 
Come, With those lips of balmy sweet. 
And here thy tenderest hopes repeat ! 
Oh come ! upon whose downy cheek 
Blends with the rose the lily meek ; 
Haste to this bower, thou maid divine ! 
And I will clasp perfection mine. 
My Love she moves through yondef treoj 
Mild as the Spirit of the Breeze 1 
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She comes ! — but why, so nearly blest. 
This trembling tumult in my breast i 
Why from mine eyes the saddening tear. 
Queen of my soul 1 when thou art near ? 
Ah I why this stniggle to conceal 
What looks and silence must reveal ? 



THE PARTING. 

What anguish I felt no expression can tell. 
Sweet girl of my Heart ! when I bade thee farewell : 
I gazfd on the scene— not a sound, not a breath, 
Undisturb'd was the gloom and the silence of Death,- 
That scene where the mourner is destin'd to part 
With all that to life can attach the sad heart ; 
Then the mild-beaming moon, from the heaven above 
Seem'd to wake in my soul the kind impulse of love, 
And anger, and folly, and meanness, and pride. 
Those fiends of the bosom, benignly to chide ! 
Still, still I remember, and cannot forget. 
The days when with pleasure unsullied we met ! 
Still deep in niy mind those last accents remain - 
I hecMT them- " You never vnU see me again /" 
O never ? — By all that Affection can prize. 
By the worship of love, by contrition's warm sighs. 
By the walk, by the parting too sweetly delay'd. 
By endearments now past, and by trust unbetray'd, — 
If only by chance, not unguided, our feet 
Shall tread the same paths, and again we shall meet ! 
O never ?— rBy earth when no longer deprest. 
Our freed spirits soar to the world of the Blest, 
Ah then, where the Happy no sorrows betide. 
Whore chance and where error can never divide, 
We surely shall meet ; unembitter'd to prove. 
In that union of souls, the pure transports of love! 
'Tis there. Sister-spirit I at last, thou wilt know 
The truth of the friendship I bare thee below : 
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there — even thou shalt with confidence hail 
Affections no longer impassioD*d and frail! 



LOVER'S VOWS. 

Oft though my ways you frowning chide. 
And tell me all my hopes are over. 

And vow yon can no more confide, 
Again you meet your playful rover ! 

Trust me, sweet Love I I would not stain 
Those blooming cheeks with misery's tear ; 

Trust me, sweet Love ! I would not pain 
A heart to me so warmly dear. 



LOVE YIELDING. 

When languid on my breast she lies. 
And scarcely breathes reluctant sighs. 
While o'er her cheeks electric spread 
The faintful pale, or deepening red, 
And, half unclos'd, her fond eyes seem 
Dim with some dear delicious dream ; 
Then, when her murmur'd tones declare, 
' I yield,— yet, oh ! in pity spare !' 
Then, what the power whose sacred chain 
Passion shall strive to burst in vain ? 
Then, what exalts the soul above 
Each selfish sordid wish ? — ^'tis Love 1 
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JEALOUS LOVE. 

1 TELL me not those looks to shun : 
That I, at last, may love no more ! 

Your smiles, which have my peace nndouo. 
Can now alone my peace restore. 

Too well you know, that o'er my heart 
A settled power you fondly claim ; 

That still, as from a dream, I start 
If any mention but your name. 

Fix'd is my Soul ! the sad alarms 
Which others fear, and others feci. 

Await not you,— still to your arms 
I fly with unabating zeal I 

When death these wearied eyes shall close, 
(I think you will survive me long) 

And only then, of all my woes, 
Bemains the melancholy song. 

V 

Not to the grave may Love descend I 
If, now and then, a silent tear 

jry fate regret, my worth commend. 
Malice shall blush when you are near! 



LOVE'S EEMINISCENCES. 

Oh I breathe once more that air; Oh! yet bid sounds 
Once more that well-remember'd, much lov'd lay. 
First heard by me when in life's golden May 

My happy hours danc'd on in laughing round ; 

There, where through verdant banks with poplar crown'd. 
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Smooth Wever steals along bis silent way, 

Winding in many a maze with sinuons play. 
Near whose cool wave, as on the flowery ground 
Supine I lay, those sounds first charm'd my ear. 

Yet once more breathe that air belov'd so well ; 

For oh I each note that sounds is* a strong spell 
To call up sweet remembrance, to endear 
Some long-past day, and place before my soul 
Her from whose lips the warbled lay first stole I 



I 



ON A LOCK OP HAIR, 

Thou precious Ringlet I all that now is mine 
Of one so dearly lov'd ! that oft has bless'd 
With soft and soothing thoughts my anxious breast ! 

Once more I ope with trembling hands the shrine 

la which fond care hath guarded thee. Still shire 
Thy dark brown tints. Time has not dispossess'd 
The soft hairs of their gloss. —Oh, oft caress'd! 

Oh, dear memorial of that Form divine I 

Thou, 'midst the pangs of absence, can'st impart 
Soft-whispering hopes, lull with a flattering di-eatn 

The wild emotions of my throbbing heart. 
And calm away each passion's rude extreme ; 

And, led by thee, my rapt thoughts fondly stray 

With her from whom I wander far away. 



NANCY. 

Yon ask me, dear Nancy, what makes me presume 
That you cherish a secret affection for me I 

When we see the flowers bud, don't we look for the bloom 
Then, Sweetest ! attend, while I answ^ to thee. 
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When we Young Men with pastimes the Twilight beguile 
I watch your plump cheek till it dimples with joy : 

And observe, that whatever occasions the smile, 
You give me a glance ; but provokingly coy. 

Last month, when wild strawberries, plnckt in the grove, 
Like beads on the tall seeded giass you had strung. 

You gave me the choicest ; I hop'd 'twas for Love ; 
And I told you my hopes while the Nightingale sung. 

Remember the Viper : — 'twas close at your feet, 
How you started, and threw yourself into my arms ; 

Not a Strawberry there was so ripe nor so sweet 
As the lips which I kiss'd, to subdue your alarms, 

As I pull'd down the clusters of Nuts for my Fair, 
What a blow I receiv'd from a strong-bending bough ; 

Though Lucy and other gay lasses were there. 
Not one of them show'd such compassion as thou. 

And was it compassion ? — by Heaven 'twas more ! 

A tell-tale betrays you ;— that blush on your cheek. 
Then come, dearest Maid, all your trifling give o'er. 

And whisper what Candour will teach you to speak. 

Can you stain my fair Honour with one broken vow ? 

Can you say that I've ever occasion'd a pain? 
On Truth's honest base let your tenderness grow j 

I swear to be faithful, again and again. 



THE PASTIME. 

Beneath thy banners. Queen of Love, 
Behold thy hoary veteran move 

Unwilling to retire j . 
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His wrinkles with thy myrtles hide. 
Nor let thy youthful bands deride 
His ineffectual fire. 

With nerves unbrac'd and limbs decay'd, 
Which no warm antidote can aid. 

No magic can restore ; 
Still thy fond suppliant I incline, 
And ki»8 with fervent lips the Shrine 

Whose treasures I adore. 

What though no more with towering flames. 
And youthful warmth, I urge the dames 

Who grace thy blooming train I — 
Still some faint embers upwards move. 
That fire with visionary love 

The regions of the brain. 

Nor ye, the serious and the wise, 
Demurely blame me while I prize 

The service of the Fair ; 
For who can deem my labour vain. 
If with complacent smiles they deign 

To crown my tender caBftf 

There rests my unambitious aim — 
All frantic hopes, all farther claim. 

For ever I abjure; 
Th* ungenerous Dotard I detest, 
Wlio strives to wound the gentle breast. 

Without the balm to -cure. 

With Delia, as I pass Jhe day. 
Soft inoffensive things I say 

That soothe her vacant heart ; 
I touch the strings to Love ass^gn'd. 
And gently form her opening mind 

To play the Woman's part: 
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How love condacts his subtle siiaro. 
And forms th* approach that wius the fair. 

My practls'd lips explain ; 
And all the finer arts unfold, 
By which her sex repels the bold, 

Or fires the timorous swain. 

Meanwhile, with fond officious care, 
1 smooth her robe, compose her hair, 

By wanton winds carest ; 
And, still assiduous in my trust. 
With trembling hand I oft adjust 

The nosegay in her breast I 

As thus my charming task I ply, 
I scorn the world's invidious eye. 

And boast my careless ease ; 
Nor small the boast, in life's decay, 
That thus with Fancy's youthful play 

I can be pleas'd and please. 



TO DELIA. 

Let us, my Delia, while we live 
Crown'd with each bliss that love can give, 
The rumours of the grave despise. 
For life, alas ! too swiftly flies ; 
And all its oares can only tend 
To make us sooner reach its end* 

Dear to each other, let's be gay. 
And sport the frolic hours away : 
Old age at last will fade thy charms. 
Which now inspire to love's alarms ; 
And from thy cheek the roses fright 
That now attract my ravish'd sight. 
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I too, though noW in youthful prime. 
Must feel th* effects of envious time : 
Grey hairs and wrinkles then will meet, 
My trembling pulse will fainter beat. 
In broken sounds my voice will die. 
And dimness close my languid eye. 

Ah, then ! adieu the social walk, 
The soft embrace, the tender talk ; 
My tuneful pipe will then be mute. 
Nor sport, nor dance, nor song can suit. 
When love's bright warmth and genial fire, 
Bepress'd by frozen age, expire. 

Then let ns seize the present hour. 
While beauty reigns In all its po\v*r ; 
And I, still warm in ardent youth, 
Breathe in this kiss my plighted truth : 
Let us the precious time improve 
In all the various sweets of love. 

Then as my arms I fondly twine 
Around that heavenly neck of thine, 
I'll clasp thee to my faithful breast. 
With Hymen's chaste endearments blest ; 
Bid every other wish adieu ; 
And only live for love and you ? 



SONNET ON THE SPRING. 

flow have I lov'd to woo thee, gentle Spring 1 
At early dawn to mark each opening flower. 
Thy beauteous offspring! deck my smiling bower ; 

And hear thy birds their earliest love-notes sing. 

Thou art return' d ; but with ihee, soothing rest^ 
That sunshine of the soul, returns no more I 
My halcyon days of calm content are o'er. 

And wound me with the thought, I oru» was blest. 
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Thou art the same — earth's lap as soft a green ; 

Fragrance, and strains as sweet, my bow*r supplies ; 
But lam chang'd, amid th* unalter'd scene, 

And view Heaven's fairest gifts with streaming eyes : 
The charm, that once to love and rapture led. 
With Delia floiinHh'd,.and with Delia fled« 



A SIGH. 

Gentlb air, thou breath of LoversJ 

Vapour from « secret fire 
Wliich by thee itself discovers. 

Ere yet daring to aspire : 

Softest notes of whispered anguish, 

Harmony's refined part. 
Striking, while thou seem'st to languish. 

Full upon the listener's heart ; 

Safest messenger of passion, 
Stealing through a crowd of spies, 

Who constrain the outward fashion. 
Close the lips, and watch the eyes ; 

Shapeless Sigh I we ne'er can show thee, 
Fram'd but to assault the ear: 

Yet, ere to their cost they know fhee. 
Every nymph may read thee— Here. 



TO A JEALOCJS MISTRESS. 

No more, severely kind, affect 
To put that lovely anger on ; 

Sweet Tyrant ! if thou canst suspect 
Thy Lover's eyes, yet trust thy own. 
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AVd by steru Honour's watchful spies. 
Dull formal rules I'm forc'd t' obey ; 

Like dungeon-slaves, my hasty eyes 
Just snatch a glimpse of cheerful day. 

Absent, the desert walks I view; 

Here went Eliza, there she came : 
With tears my lonely couch bedew. 

And, dreaming, sigh Eliza's name. 

" Where is his soul/* the women cry, 
'' The stupid lump ! the lifeless earth !'' 

" Where," say the men, "his brisk reply. 
His crimson glass, and noisy mirth i" 

Hast thou not mark'd my burning kiss. 
My lawless pulse, my bounding heart ? 

How oft when, wild for farther bliss. 
All trembling from thy arms I start ? 
I 

Ah, spotless Pair I too well I find 
My passions strong, my reason frail : 

Ah ! can I stain that angel mind ; 
And, Virtue lost, let Love prevail ? 

No I down in shades below we'll i-ove, 

A glorious miserable pair, 
Gaz'd at through all the myrtle grove 

For burning love and chaste despair \ 

Say, if thou lov'st, did ever youth. 
That wish'd like me, like me endure ; 

Dost thou not blame this swainish truth,. 
And wish my flame were not so pure ? 

In pity hate me, tempting Fair I 

An happy exile let me fly : 
"What feverish wretch his thirst can bear. 

That sees the cooling stream so nigh! 
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Oh ! I sliall all my vows unsay, 
If once I gaze— my blood will glow ; 

This virtuous frost will melt away. 
And Love's wild torment overflow. 



THE QUESTION. 

Adam from Paradise exil'd. 

His heart with angaish torn, 
Rov'd sorrowing o'isr the dreary wildj 

Abandoned and forlorn. 

Sol, excluded' from my Dear, 

To woods despairing go ; 
Like his, my^ punishment severe r 

Nor less my weight of woe. 

This renders my affliction more, 

Though less perhaps my sin. 
An Angel drove him from the door; 

An Angel tempts me in ! 

Our crimes, since thus our suffferihgs suit, 

More parallel should lie : 
He tasted the Forbidden Fruit, 

Alaa !— why should not I V 



ON A KISS: 

PniLOSOPHERS pretend' to tell; 
How, like a bermit in his cell. 
The soul within the brain does dwell : 
But I, who am not half so wise. 
Think I have seen't in Chloe's eyes ; 
Down to her lips, from thence, it stole, 
And there I kiss'd her very soul 1 

2 \ 



/C6 lOVE POEXS. 

ODE. 

DY A LADT, ON OBSERVING SOME WHITE HAIES UTON T 
HEAD OF HER HUSBAND. 

Thou to whose power reluctantly we bend. 
Foe to life's fairy dreams, relentless Time;, 

Alike the dread of lover and of friend. 
Why stamp thy seal on manhood's rosy prime ? 

Already twining 'mid my Thyrsis' hair. 

The snowy wreaths of age, the monuments of care. 

Through all her forms, though Nature own thy sway. 
That boasted sway thoul't here exert in vain ; 

To the last beam of life's declining day, 
Thyrsis shall view, unmov'd, thy potent reign. 

Secure to please, whilst goodness knows to charm. 

Fancy and taste delight, or sense and truth inform. 

Tyrant! when from that lip uf crimson glow, 
Swept by thy chilling wing, the rose shall flyj 

When thy rude scythe indents his polish'd brow. 
And quench' d is all the lustre of his eye ; 

When ruthless age disperses every grace. 

Each smile that beams from that enchanting face— 

Then through her stores shall active Memory rove. 
Teaching each various charm to bloom anew. 

And still the raptur'd eye of faithful Love 
Shall bend on Thyrsis its delighted view ; 

Still shall he triumph with resistless pow'r, 

Still rule the •conquer 'd heart to life's remotest hour I 
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ADDRESSED TO A LADY KNOWN FROM INFANCY. 

In times so long past (though I still am but young) 

That I scarcely their transports can trace, 
Enraptur'd I caught the soft lisp of thy tongue. 
And totter'd — for then I but totter'd along, 
To clasp thee in childish embrace. 

As we grew up together, each day I beheld. 

With feelings unkindled before. 
Thy yesterday's beauties by new ones excell'd ; 
Nor, boy as I was, from those beauties withheld 

My heart : — Could I oflFer thee more ? 

Even now, when the fever of youth is gone by. 

And 1 glow with more temperate fire. 
Delighted I dwell on thy soul-beaming eye ; 
And, heaving perhax)s still too ardent a sigh. 

Survey thee with chasten*d desire. 

Oh ! come then and give me, dear Maiden, thy charms. 

For life is, alas I on the wing : 
Our summer, ere long, will be fled ; in these Itrms 
Let me shield thee, my Fair-One, from winter's alarms : 

Oh ! listen to love while 'tis spring. 



DIRECTIONS TO THE PORTER. 

Tnon faithful guardian of these peaceful walls. 
Whose zealous care protects thy master's gate. 

If any stranger at this mansion calls, 
I'll tell thee who shall enter, who shall wait. 

If Fortune, blindfold goddess, chance to knock/ 
Or proud Ambition lure me to her arms. 

Shut, shut the door, good John ! quick turn the lock; 
And shield thy master from their syren charms. 



\ 



468 LOVE POEMS. 



If sober Wisdom hither deigns to roam. 
Nor let her in, nor send her quite away ; 

Tell her, at present I am not at home. 
But hope she'll call again another day. 

If at my door a beauteous Boy be seen. 
His little feet have oft my threshold trod. 

You know the oflbpring of the Cyprian queen. 
His air — ^without his bow— bespeaks the god : 

EUs gentle smiles admittance ever win ; 

Though oft deceiv'd, I prize the fond deluder 1 
Mom, noon, and night, be sure you let him in, 

For Love, dear Love, is never an Intruder. 



TO HIM WHO SAYS HE LOVES. 

You tell me, that you truly love ; 

Ah 1 know you well what love does mean ? 
Does neither whim nor fancy move 

The rapture of your transient dream ? 

Tell me, when absent, do you think 
O'er ev'ry look, o*er ev'ry sigh ? 

Do you in melancholy sink. 
And doubt, and fear, you know not why ? 

Do you, when near her, die to say 
How much you love ,* you cannot tell ? 

Does a look melt your soul away ? 
A touch, your nerves with transport swell ? 

Could you for her, fame, wealth despise. 

In poverty and toil feel blest ; 
Drink sweet delusion from her eyes, 

And smile atruin on her breastl. 
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The charms of every other Fair, 
With coldness could you learn to view ? 

Fondly, unchang'd, to her repair, 
With transports ever young and new ? 

And tell me, at her loss or hate. 
Would death your only refuge prove ? 

Ah ! if in aught you hesitate. 
Coward I you dare not say you love. 



ECSTATIC LOVE. 

Trust me, they are no idle hours 

That Love determines dear I 
Ah, when Misfortune rudely'lours. 

How kind is Woman's tear ! 

And what, when Pleasure wildly^ charms, 

! what is half so sweet. 
As, clasp'd in Woman's faithful arma. 

Her thi'illing kiss to meet ? 



UNBOUNDED LOVE. 

Mt love for her all love transcends ! 
I love her kindred, love her friends ; 
And when I lift my soul above, 
My heart for her is full of love ! 

The place, wherever she reside, 
Forms, only her residence, my prido : 
If she but approbation glance. 
Her look cau any thing enhance ; 
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If she an absent one defend. 
That instant I become the frieud. 
I could not be to her severe ; 
Her very faults, to me, are dear I 



J 



SUSPENSE. 

I WONDER if her heart be still 
The same that once I fondly met ! 
Will she her plighted faith forget ? 

Or she my dearest hopes fulfil ? 

I fear to pen the wish'd request. 

To ask if all within be so ? 

I almost dread the truth to know ; 
So changeful seems the human breast ! 



SORDID LOVE. 

I BEE that purchas'd smiles can grace 
The monied Driveller's cold embrace ; 
I see it with averted eye, 
And o'er the wretched victim sigh ! 

I mourn, that Impotence should press 
The youthful couch of Loveliness, 
While generous Manhood's flame divine 
Ascends in vain at Beauty's shrine I 
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WHENCE COMES MY LOVE? 

Whence comes my love? — O Heart ! disclose.: 
*T\vas from her cheeks that shame the rose, 
From lips that spoil the ruby's praise. 
From eyes that mock the diamond's blaze. 
Whence comes my love, as freely own : 
Ah me ! 'twas from a heart like stone. 

The blushing cheek speaks modest mind ; 
The lips, befitting words most kind ; 
The eyes do tempt to love's desire. 
And seem to say — 'tis Cupid's fire 1 
Yet all so fair, but speak my moan, 
Sith nought doth say the heart of stone. 

Why thus, my love, so kind bespeak 
Sweet lip, sweet eye, sweet blushing cheek ; 
Yet not a heart to save my pain f 
O Venus ! take thy gifts again : 
Make not so fair, to cause our moan. 
Or make a heart that's like our own. 



LOVE FOR LOVE. 

Away with these self-loving lads, 
Whom Cupid's arrow never glads ! 
Away poor souls that sigh and weep, 
In love of those that lie asleep I 

For Cupid is a merry god. 

And forceth none to kiss the rod. 

Sweet Cupid's shafts like destiny 

Do causeless good or ill decree , 

Desert is borne out of his bow. 

Reward upon his wing doth go ! 

What fools are they that have not known, 
That Love likes no laws but his own. 
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My songs they be of Cyothia^s praise, 
I wear her rings on holidays, 
In every tree I write her name. 
And every di^y I read the same. 
Where Bononr Cupid's rival is. 
There miracles are seen of his I 

If Cynthia claim iier rings of me, 
I blot her name out of the tree : 
If doubt do darken things held dear. 
Then well-fare nothing once a year ! 

For many run, but one must win ! 

Fools only hedge the cnckoo in. 

The worth that worthiness should movo 

Is love, that is the bow of Love; 

And love as well the peasant can. 

As can the mighty nobleman. 

Sweet saint, 'tis true, you worthy be : 
Yet, without love, nought worth to mo. 
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TO LOVE. 

LIerciless Love, whom Nature hath deniefl 
The use of eyes, lest thou shouldst take a pride. 
And glory in thy murders, why am I, 
That never yet transgress'd thy deity, 
Never broke vow, from whose eyes never flow 
Disdainful dart, whose hard heart never slow. 
Thus ill-rewarded ? Thou art young and fair, 
Thy mother soft and gentle as the air. 
Thy holy fire still burning, blown with prayer : 
Then everlasting Love, restrain thy will ; 
'Tid godlike to have power but not to kill. 
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LOVE WILL FIND OUT THE WAY. 

Over the mountains 

And over the waves ; 
Under the fountains, 

And under the graves ; 
Under floods that are deepest. 

Which Neptune obey ; 
Over rocks that are steepest 

Love will find out a way. 

Where there is no place 

For the glow-worm to lie ; 
"Where there is no space 

For receipt of a fly ; 
"Where the midge dare not venturo, 

Lest herself fast she lay; 
If Love come, he will enter. 

And soon tind out his way. 

You may esteem him 

A child for his might; 
Or you may deem him 

A coward from his flight: 
But if she, whom Love doth honour. 

Be conceal'd from the day. 
Set a thousand guards upon her. 

Love will find out the way. 

Some think to lose him. 

By having him confin'd. 
And some do suppose him. 

Poor thing, to be blind ; 
But if ne'er so close you wail him. 

Do the best that you may, 
Blind Love, if so ye call him. 

Will find out his way. 
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Yuu may train the eagle 

To stoop to your fist; 
Or you may inveigle 

The phoenix of the East ; 
The lioness, ye may move her 

To give o*er her prey ; 
But you'll ne'er stop a lover ; 

He will find out his way. 



THE PROTESTATION. 

No more shall meads be dteek'd with flowers. 
Nor sweetness dwell in rosy bowers ; 
Nor greenest buds on branches spring, 
Nor warbling birds delight to j^ing ; 
Nor April violets paint the grove. 
If I forsake my Celia's love. 

The fish shall in the ocean bum. 
And fountains sweet shall bitter turn : 
The humble oak no flood shall know 
When floods shall highest hills o'erflow. 
Black Lethe shi^l oblivion leave. 
If e'er my Ce!ia I deceive. 

Love shall his bow and shaft lay by. 
And Venus' doves want wings to fly : 
The sun refuse to show his light 
And day shall then be turn'd to night. 
And in that night no star appear. 
If once I leave my Celia dear. 

Love shall no more inhabit earth. 
Nor lovers more shall love for worth ; 
Nor joy alone in Heaven dwell, 
Nor pain torment poor souls in hell ; 
Grim Death no more shall horrid prove, 
If e'er I leave bright Celia's love. 
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LOVE AND CONSTANCY. 

I NEVER saw her face till now, 

That could my fancy move, 
I liked, and ventur'd many a vow. 

But durst not think of love. 
Till beauty charming every sense, 

An easy conquest made. 
And show'd the vainness of defence 

When Phillis doth invade. 

But ah, her colder heart denies 

The thoughts her looks inspire. 
And while in ice that frozen lies. 

Her eyes dart only fire. 
Between extremes I am undone. 

Like plants to northward set. 
Burnt by too violent a sun. 

Or cold for want of heat. 

'Twixt hope and fear I tortur'd am. 

And vainly wish for ease j 
The more I struggle with my flanio, 

The more it doth increase, 
I woo'd and woo'd to be released 

From these soft chains I made. 
But if I strive I'm more opprest 

When Phillis does invade. 

cruel Love, why dost thou deign 

To wound me with such smart. 
And not an equal shaft retain 

To melt her frozen heart. 
Or does she struggle with the flame 

Victorious to be said ! 
For if she does, my hopes are vain, 

Though Phillis does invade. 



\ 
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LOVES REVENGE. 

The world was hush'd, and nature lay 

Lull'd in a soft repose, 
As I in tears reflecting lay 

On Chloe's faithless vows : 
The god of love «11 gay appear'd 

To heal my wounded heart ; 
New pangs of joy my soul endear'd^ 

And pleasure charm*d each part : 
"Fond man/' said he, "here end thy woo. 
Till they my power and justice know, 
The foolish sex will all do so. 

" But for thy ease believe no bliss 

Is perfect without pain ; 
The fairest summer hurtful is 

Without some showers of rain : 
The joys of Heav'n who would priza 

If men too cheaply bought : 
The dearest part of mortal joys. 

Most charming is when sought : 
And though with dross truelove they pay, 
Those that know finest metal sajr, 
No gold will coin without allay. 

Eut that the generous lover may 

Not always sigh in vain ; 
The cruel nymph that kills to-day 

To-morrow shall be slain." 
The little god no sooner spoke. 

But from my sight he flew, 
And I that groan'd with Chloe's yolio 

Found Love's revenge wa8.tnie : 
Her proud hard heart too late did turn 
With fiercer flames than mine did burn. 
Whilst I as much began to scorn. 
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WINIFRED A. 

Away ; let nought to love displeasing, 

My Winifreda, move your care ; 
Let nough delay the heavenly blessing, 

Nor squeamish pride, nor gloomy fear. 

What tho' no grants of royal donors 
With pompous titles grace our blood j 

We'll shine in more substantial honors. 
And to be noble we'll be good. 

Our name, while virtue thus we tender, 
Will sweetly sound where'er *tis spoke : 

And all the great ones they shall wonder 
How they respect such little folk. 

What though from fortune's lavish bounty 
No mighty treasures we possess; 

We'll find within our pittance plenty, 
And be content without excess. 

Still shall each returning season 

Sufficient for our wishes give ; 
For we will live a life of reason. 
For that's the only life to live. 

Through youth and age in love excelling. 
We'll hand in hand together tread ; 

Sweet smiling peace shall crown our dwelling. 
And babes, sweet-smiling babes, our bed. 

How should I love the pretty creatures. 
While round my knees they fondly clung ; 

To see them look their mother's features. 
And hear them lisp their mother's tongue. 



\ 
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And when with envy time transported, 
Shall think to rob ns of our joys. 

You'll in your girls again be courted. 
And 1*11 go wooing in my boys. 



COLIN'S COMPLAINT. 

Despairino beside a clear stream, 

A shepherd forsaken was li^id ; 
And while a false nymph was his theme, 

A willow supported his head. 
The wind that blew over the plain, 

To his sighs with a sigh did reply ; 
And the brook, in return to his pain. 

Ran mournfully murmuring by. 

Alas ! silly swain that I was; 

Thus sadly complaining he cry'd ; 
When first I beheld that fair face, 

'Twere better by far I had died : 
Slie talk'd, and Z bless'd her dear tongne ; 

When she smil'd, 'twas a pleasure too great ; 
I listen'd, and cried when she sung. 

Was nightingale ever so sweet ! 

Hew foolish was I to believe 

She could dote on so lowly a clown. 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve 

To forsake the fine folk of the town ; 
To think that a beauty so gay. 

So kind and so constant would prove ; 
Or go clad like our maidens in grey. 

Or live in a cottage on love 1 

Wbat though I have skill to complain, 
Tho' the muses my temples' have crown'd. 

What tho*, when they hear my soft strain. 
The viigins sit weeping around I 
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Ab, Colin ! thy liopes are in vain. 
Thy pipe and thy laurel resign, 

Thy false one inclines to a swain, 
Whose music is sweeter than thino. 

All you, my companions so dear. 

Who sorrow to see me betray 'd, 
Wliatever I suffer, forbear. 

Forbear to accuse the false maid. 
Tho' thro* the wide world I should range, 

*Tis in vain from my fortune to fly ; 
'Twas hers to be false and to change, 

'Tis mine to be constant and die. 

I while my hard fate I sustain, 

In her breast any pity is found. 
Let her come with the nymphs of the plaiu. 

And see me laid low in the ground : 
The last humble boon that I crave. 

Is to shade me with cypress and yew ; 
And when she looks down on my grave, 

Let her own that her shepherd was true. 

Then to her new love let her go. 

And deck her in golden array ; 
Be finest at every fine show. 

And frolic it all the long day : 
While Colin, forgotten and gone. 

No more shall be talk'd of or seen. 
Unless when beneath the pale moon. 

His ghost shall glide over the green. 
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LOVE AND JEALOUSY. 

Tho* cruel you seem to my pain. 

And hate me because I am true ; 
Yet PhiUis, you love a false swain. 

Who has other nymphs in his view. 
Enjoyment's a trifle to him, 

To me what a heaven 'twould be! 
To him but a woman you seem, 

But ah ! you're an angel to me ! 

Those lips which he touches in haste. 

To them I for ever could grow. 
Still clinging around that dear waist. 

Which he spans as beside him you go ; 
That arm, like a lily so white. 

Which over his shoulder you lay. 
My bosom could warm it all night, 

My lips they could press it all day. 

Were I like a monarch to reign. 

Were graces my subjects to be, 
I'd leave them, and fly to the plain, ' 

To d^ell in a cottage with thee. 
But if I must feel your disdain. 

If tears cannot cruelty drown, 
O ! let me not live in this pain, 

But give me my death in a frown. 
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